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To  SAMUEL  JOHNSON,  L.  L  D- 

Dear  Sir, 

Y  infcribing  this  flight  performance  to  you, 
I  do  not  mean  fo  much  to  compliment  you 
as  myfelf.  It  may  do  me  feme  honour  to  inform 
the  public,  that  I  have  lived  many  years  in  in- 
timacy with  you.  It  may  ferve  the  interefts  of 
mankind  alfo  to  inform  them,  that  the  greated 
wit  may  be  found  in  a  character,  without  im- 
pairing the  moil  unaffected  piety. 

I  have,  particularly,  reafon  to  thank  you  for 
your  partiality  to  this  performance.  The  un- 
dertaking a  comedy,  not  merely  fentimental,  , 
was  very  dangerous;  and  Mr.  Colman,  who 
faw  this  piece  in  its  various  ftages,  always 
thought  it  fo.  However  I  ventured  to  trufl  it 
to  the  public  -,  and  though  it  was  neceffarily  de- 
layed till  late  in  the  feafon,  I  have  every  reafon 
to  be  grateful. 

I  am,  Dear  Sir, 

Your  moil  fincere  friend, 
And   admirer, 
OLIVER  GOLDSMITH, 


PROLOGUE 

By  David  Garrick,  Efq. 

Enter     Mr.     W    O     O     D     W     A     R     D, 

Drefed  in  Black,  and  holding  a  Handkerchief  to  hii  Eyes. 

EXCUSE  me,  Sirs,  Ipray—Ican'tyetfpeak—- 
I'm  crying  now — and  have  been  all  the  week  ! 

■'Tis  not  alone  this  mourniug  fuit,  good  tnajlers; 

I've  that  within — -for  which  there  are  no  plaiflers) 

Pray  won' d  you  know  the  reafon  zphy  I'm  crying  ? 

The  Comic  mufe,   longfid^   is  now  a  dying  ! 

And  if  jhe  goes,  my  tears  will  never  /lop; 

For  as  a  play V,  /  can't  fquceze  out  one  drop  ) 

I  am  undone ,  that's  all — Jhall  lofe  my  bread— 

I'd  rather,    but  that's  nothing — lofe  my  head* 

Jj/hen  thefweet  maid  is  laid  upon  the  bier, 

Shuter  and  IJloallbe  chief  mourners  here. 

To  her  a  mawkijh  drab  of  fpurious  breed? 

Who  deals  in  fentimentals  willfucceed  / 

Poor  Ned  and  I  are  dead  to  all  intents, 
We  can  as  foon  fpeak  Greek  as  fentiments  1} 
Both  nervous  grown,   to  keep  ourfpirits  up? 
We  now  and  then  take  dozun  a  hearty  cup. 
What  Jhall  we  do? — If Comedy  for  fake  us! 
They'll  turn  us  out,  and  no  one  elfe  will  take  us3 
But  why  can't  I  be  moral? — Let  me  try — 
My  heart  thus  pr  effing — -fix'd  my  face  and  eye — 
With  a  Jententious  look,  tha\  nothing  means,  .  . 

(Faces  are  blocks^   in  fentimental fcenes) 
Thus  I  begin — All  is  not  gold  that  glitters, 
pleafure  feems  fweet,  but  proves  a  glafs  of  bitters. 
-When  ign'iance  enters,  folly  is  at  hand  ; 
Learning  is  better  far  than  houfe  and  land. 
Let  not  your  virtue  trip,  who  trips  may  ftumb!e3 
And  virtue  is  not  virtue,  if  fhe  tumble. 
I  give  it  up — morals  won't  do  for  me  ; 
%o  make  you  laugh  I  tnu/l  play  tragedy. 


PROLOGUE 

One  hope  remains — hearing  the  maid  was  ill, 
yf  do£tor  comes  this  night  to /hew  his  /kill. 
To  cheer  her  heart,   and  give  your  mu fries  motion , 
He  in  five  draughts  prepared,  prefents  a  potion  : 
A  kind^of  magic  charm — for  be  affur'd, 
If  you  will  fwallow  it,  the  maid  is  cur'd  ; 
But  defp'rate  the  Doclor,  and  her  cafe  is, 
If  you  rejecl  the  dofe,  and  make  wry  faces  / 
This  truth  he  boa/Is,   will  hoafl  it  while  he  fives, 
No  pois'nous  drugs  are  mix' din  what  he  gives  j 
Should  hefucceed,  you  11  give  him,  his  degree  ', 
If  not,  within  he  will  receive  no  fee  J 
fhe  college  you,  muji  his  pretenfions  back, 
Pronounce  him  regular,  or  dub  him  quack. 


EPILOGUE 

By  Dr.  Goldsmith. 

ELL,  having  (looped  to  conquer  zvith  fuccefs, 
And gain' 'd  a  hu/band  without  aid  from  drefs, 
Still  as  a  Bar -maid,  I  could  wijh  it  too, 
As  1  have  conquer' 'd  him  to  conquer  you  : 
And  let  me  fay,  for  all  your  refolution, 
That  pretty  Bar-maids  have  done  execution. 
Our  life  is  all  a  play,  compos  d  to  pleafe, 
«  We  have  our  exits  and  our  entrances." 
Thefirfl  acl  Jhews  the fmple  country  maid, 
Harmlefs  and  young,  of  ev 'ry  thing  afraid $ 
Blujhes  when  hir'd,  and  with  unmeaning  aftion, 
I  hopes  as  how  to  give  you  fatisfa£tion. 
Her  fecond  ail  di [plays  a  livelier  fene, — 
TV  unblujhing  Bar-maid  of  a  country  inn. 
IVht  whifiis  about  the  houfe'y  at  market  caters, 
Talks  loud,  coquets  the  guefls,  and  folds  the  waiters. 


EPILOGUE. 

Next  the  fcene  Jhifts  to  town,  and  there  JJjefoars, 

The  chop-houfe  toafiof  ogling  connoijjieurs. 

On  'Squires  and  Citsjhe  there  dif plays  her  arts, 

And  on  the  gridiron  broils  her  lover's  hearts—. 

And  as  Jhe  fmiles,  her  triumphs  to  compleat, 

Even  Common  Councilmen  for  get  to  eat. 

The  fourth  acl  Jhews  her  wedded  to  the  ' 'Squire , 

And  Madam  now  begins  to  hold  it  higher ■; 

Pretends  to  tajle,  at  Operas  cries  caror 

And  quits  her  Nancy  Dawfon,  for  Che  Faro. 

Doats  upon  dancing,  and  in  all  her  pride,  , 

Swims  round  the  room,  the  Heinel  of  Cheapfide  : 

Ogles  and  leers  with  artificial '/kill, 

Till  having  lofl  in  age  the.  power  to  kill, 

She  fits  all  -night  at  cards,  and  ogles  at  fpadille. 

Such,  thro'  our  lives,  the  eventful  hijldry — 

The  fifth  andlajl  ail filill  remains  for  me. 

The  Bar-maid  now  for  yourproteclion  prays, 

'Turns  Female  Barrjler^  and  pleads  for  Bayes, 


} 


EPILOGUE 

To   be  Spoken  in  the  Char  ail  er  of  Tony  Lumpkin* 

By  J.  Craddock,  Efq. 

'ELL — now  all's  ended — and  my  comrades  gone ', 
Pray  what  becomes  of  mother's  nonly  fon  ? 
A  hopeful  blade  ! — in  toivn  I'll  fix  my  fiat  ion  t 
And  try  to  make  a  blufler  in  the  nation. 
As  for  mj  coufin  Neville,  I  renounce  her, 
Off — in  a  crack — Til  carry  big  Bett  Bouncer. 

Why  Jbould  not  I  in  the  great  world  appear  t 
I  foonjhall  have  a  thoufand pounds  a  year  ; 
No  matter  what  a  man  may  here  inherit, 
In  London— ? gad,  they've  fome  regard  tofpirit. 
I  fee  the  horfes  prancing  up  thejireeis, 
And  big  Bett  Bouncer,  bobs  to  alljhe  meets; 
Then  hoikes  tojiggsandpajlimes  ev'ry  night—" 
Not  to  the  plays — they  fay  it  a' n't  polite, 
To  Sadler'  s-fVells  perhaps,  or  Operas  go, 
And  once  by  chance,    to  the  r oratorio. 
Thus  here  and  there,  for  ever  up  and  down, 
We'llfet  the fajhions  too ,  to  half  the  town-, 
And  then  at  auclions — money  ne'er  regard, 
Buy  piclures  like  the  great,  ten  pounds  a  yard; 
'Zounds,  we  jhallmake  thefe  London  gentry  fay , 
[Ve  know  what's  damn' d  genteel,  as  well  as  they, 

*  This  came  too  late  to  be  Spoken. 
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The  Miftakes  of  a  Nig] 


ACT       I. 

oCENE,  A  Chamber  in  an  old-fa/hwngd  .Hq&se* 
Enter  Mrs.  Hardcastle  and  Mr.  Hardcastle,  ' 

Mrs.  HARDCASTLE. 

I  Vow,  Mr.  Hardcaftle,  you're  very  particular.     Isf 
there  a  creature   in   the  whole  country,  but  our- 
felves,  that  does  not  take  a   trip  to  town  now  and 
then,  to  rub  off  the  rufl   a   little  ?    There's  the  two 
Mifs  Hoggs,  and  our  neighbour,  Mrs.  Grigfby,  go 
to  take  a  month's  polifhing  every  winter, 
HARDCASTLE, 
i.  Ay,  and  bring  back  vanity  and  affectation  to  lafir 
them  the  whole  year.     I  wonder  why  London  cannot 
keep  its  own  fools  at  home.     In  my  time,  the  follies' 
of  the  town  crept   (lowly  among  us,  but  now  ,they 
travel  fafter  than  a  ftage-coach.     Its  fopperies'  corrjc 
down,  not  only  as  infide  paffengers,  but  fn  the  very; 
bafket. 

B  .Mrs.  HARD^ 


2    SHE  STOOPS  TO  CONQJJER:  Or, 
Mrs.  HARDC  ASTLE. 

Ay,  your  times  were  fine  times,  indeed  ;  you  have 
been  telling  us  of  them  for  many  a  long  year.  Here 
we  live  in  an  old  rumbling  manfion,  that  looks  for  all 
the  world  like  an  inn,  but  that  we  never  fee  compa- 
ny. Our  beft  vifitors  are  old  Mrs.  Oddfilh,  the  cu- 
rate's wife,  and  little  Cripplegate,  the  lame  danc- 
ing-mafter :  And  all  our  entertainment  your  old  ftorie? 
of  Prince  Eugene  and  the  Duke  of  Marlborough.  I 
hate  fuch  old-fafhioned  trumpery. 

HARDCASTLE. 

And  I  love-it.     I  love  every  thing  that's  old  :  old 
friends,    old   times,    old    manners,  old   books,  old 
wine*   and,   I  believe,  Dorothy,   {taking  her  hand) 
you'll  own  I  have  been  pretty  fond  of  an  old  wife. 
Mrs.  HARDCASTLE. 

Lord,  Mr.  Hardcaftle,  you're  for  ever  at  your 
Dorothy's  and  your  old  wife's.  You  may  be  a  Dar- 
by, but  I'll  be  no  Joan,,  I  promife  you.  I'm  not 
fo  old  as  you'd  make  me,  by  more  than  one  good 
year.     Add  twenty  to  twenty,  and   make  money  of 

that. 

HARDCASTLE. 

Let  me  fee  ;  twenty  added  to  twenty,  makes  juft 
fifty  and  feven* 

Mrs.  HARDCASTLE. 
It's  falfe,  Mr.  Hardcaftle  :  I  was  but  twenty  when 
I  was  brought  to  bed  of  Tony,  that  I  had  by  Mr. 
Lumpkin,  my  firft  hufband  -,  and  he's  not  come  to 
years  of  difcretion  yet. 

HARDCASTLE. 
Nor  ever  will,  I  dare  anfwer  for  him.     Ay,  you 
have  taught  him  finely. 

Mrs.  HARDCASTLE. 
No  matter,  Tony  Lumpkin    has  a  good  fortune. 
My  fon  is  not  to  live  by  his  learning.     I  don't  think  a 
boy  wants  much  learning  to  fpend  fifteen  hundred  a 
year, 

H  A  R  D- 
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H  ARDC  ASTLE. 
Learning,  quotha  !  A  mere  compofmon  of  tricks 
and  mifchief. 

Mrs.  HARDCASTLE. 
Humour,     my    dear:     nothing    but    humour. 
Come,  Mr.  Hardcaftle,  you  muft  allow  the  boy  a 
little  humour. 

HARDCASTLE. 
I'd  fooner  allow  him  an  horfe-pond.  If  burning 
the  footmen's  fhoes,  frighting  the  maids,  and  worry- 
ing the  kittens,  be  humour,  he  has  it.  It  was  but 
yefterday  he  fattened  my  wig  to  the  back  of  my 
chair,  and  when  I  went  to  make  a  bow,  I  popt  my 
bald  head  in  Mrs.  Frizzle's  face. 

Mrs.  HARDCASTLE. 
And  am  I  to  blame  ?  The  poor  boy  was  always 
too  fickly  to  do  any  good.     A  fchool  would  be  his 
death.     When  he  comes  to  be  a  little  ftronger,  who 
knows  what  a  year  Or  two's  Liatin  may  do  for  him  ? 
HARDCASTLE. 
Latin  for  him  !  A  cat   and  fiddle.     No,  no,  the 
ale-houfe  and  the  ftable  are  the  only  fchools  he'll  ever 
goto. 

Mrs.  HARDCASTLE. 
Well,  we  muft  not  fnub  the  poor  boy  now,  for*  I 
believe  we  lhan't  have   him.  long  among  us.     Any 
body  that  looks  in  his  face  may  fee  he's  confumptive. 
HARDCASTLE. 
Ay,  .if  growing  too  fat  be  one  of  the  fymptoms. 

Mrs.  HARDCASTLE. 
He  coughs  fometimes. 

HARDCASTLE. 
Yes,  when  his  liquor  goes  the  wrong  way. 

Mrs.    HARDCASTLE. 
I'm  actually  afraid  of  his  lungs. 

HARDCASTLE. 
And  truly  fo  am  I ;  for  he  fometimes  whoops  like 
B  2  a  fpeaking 


I     SHE  STOOPS  TO  CONQUER  :  Or, 

a  fpeaking  trumpet — {'Tony  hallooing  behind  the  Scenes) 
«— O  there  he  goes— A  very  confumptive  figure,  truly, 

Enter    Tony,    crcjjing  the  Sla%e. 

Mrs.  HARDCASTLE. 
Tony,  where  are  you  going,  my  charmer?  Won't 
you   giv^    papa  and  I  a   little  of   your  company, 
lovee  ? 

TONY. 
I'm  in  hafle,  mother,  I  cannot  flay, 

.   Mrs.  HARDCASTLE. 
You  fhan't  venture'  out  this-  raw  evening,  my  clear ; 
You  look  mod  mockingly. 

TONY. 
I  can't  flay,  I  tell  youY  The  Three  Pigeons  expecls 
me  down  every  moment.  There's  fome  fun  going  for- 
ward, ' 
k   !                      HARDCASTLE. 
Ay;    the  ale.-houfe,  the   old   place  :    I   thought 
fo. 

Mrs.  HARDCASTLE, 
A  low,  paltry  fet  of  fellows. 

TONY. 

Not  fo  low  neither.  There's  Dick  Muggins  the 
excifeman,  Jack  Slang  the  horfe  doctor,  Lictle  Ami- 
nadab  that  grinds  the ••  mufic  box,  and  Tom  Twif^ 
that fpins  the  pewter  platter. 

Mrs.  HARDCASTLE. 
Pray,  my  dear,  difappoint  them  for  one  night  at 
{eaft.  '        ' 

TONY. 
As  for  difappointing  them,  1  mould  not  fo  much 
mind  ;  but  I  can't  abide  to  difappoint  my/elf. 

Mrs.  HARDCASTLE. 

(Detaining  him)  You  fnan't  go. 

TONY, 
I  will,  I  tell  you,  : 

Mrs.  HARD- 
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Mrs.  HARDCASTLE. 
I  fay  you  fhan't. 

t  T  O  N  Y. 
"We'll  fee  which  is  ftrongeft,  you  or  I. 

[Exit,  bawling  her  out, 

Hardcastle.     Solus. 

HARDCASTLE. 
Ay,  there  goes  a  pair  that  only  fpoil  each  other," 
But  is  not  the  \yhoIe  age  in  a  combination  to  drive 
fenfe  and  clifcretion  out  of  doors  ?  There's  my  pretty 
darling  Kate ;  the  fafhions  of  the  times  have  aim-oil 
infected  her  too.  By  living  a  year  or  two  in  town, 
fhe  is  as  fond  of  gauze,  and  French  frippery,  as  the 

.belt  of  them. 

•-■'■■'" 

Enter    Miss    Hardcastle, 

HARDCASTLE. 

Bleffings  on  my  pretty  innocence  !.  D-reft  out  as 
pfual  my  Kate.  Goodnefs!  What  a  quantity  of  fu- 
perflnous  filk  has  thou  got  about  thee,  girl  !  I  could 
never  teach  the  fools  of  this  age,  that  the  indigent 
world  could  be  cloathed  out  of  the  trimmings  of  the 
vain. 

Mifs  HARDCASTLE. 

You  know  our  agreement,  Sir.  You  allow  me  die 
morning  to  receive  and  pay  vifits,  and  to  drefs  in 
my  own  manner  •,  and  in  the  evening,  I'put  on  my 
houfewife's  drefs  to  pleafe  you. 

HARDCASTLE. 

Well,  remember  I  infifton  the  terms  of  our  agree- 
ment 5  and,  by  the  bye,  I  believe  I  (hall  have  occa- 
sion to  try  your  obedience  this  very  evening. 
Mifs  HARDCASTLE. 

I  protefl,  Sir,  I  don't  comprehend  your  meaning. 

HARDCASTLE. 
Then,  to  be  plain  with  you,  Kate,   I  expect:  the 

young 


6    SHE  STOOPS  TO  CONQUERiO, 

young  gentleman  I  have  chofen  to  be  your  hufband 
from  town  this  very  day.  I  have  his  father's  letter, 
in  which  he  informs  me  his  fon  is  fet  out,  and  that 
he  intends  to  follow  himfelf  fhortly  after. 

Mifs  HARDCASTLE. 
Indeed!  I  wifh  I  had  known  fomething of  this  be- 
Fore.  Blefs  me,  how  fhall  I  faehave  ?  It's  a  thoufand 
to  one  I  (han't  like  him  •,  our  meeting  will  be  fo  for- 
mal, and  fo  like  a  thing  of  bufmefs,  that  I  mail  find 
no  room  for  friendfhip  or  efteem. 

HARDCASTLE. 
Depend  upon  it,  child,  I'll  never  controul  your 
choice  %  but  Mr.  Marlow,  whom  I  have  pitched 
upon,  is  the  fon  of  my  old  friend,  Sir  Charles  Mar- 
low,  of  whom  you  have  heard  me  talk  fo  often. 
The  young  gentleman  has  been  bred  afcholar,  and  is 
defigned  for  an  employment  in  the  fervice  of  his 
country.  I  am  told  he's  a  man  of  an  excellent  un- 
derstanding. 

Mifs  HARD  CAST  L.E. 
Is  he  ? 

HARDCASTLE. 
Very  generous. 

Mifs  HARDCASTLE. 
I  believe  I  fhall  like  him. 

HARDCASTLE. 
Young  and  brave. 

Mifs  H  A  R  D  C  A  S  T  L  E. 
I'm  fure  I  fhall  like  him. 

HARDCASTLE. 
And  very  handfome. 

Mifs  HARDCASTLE. 
My  dear  Papa,  fay  no  more  (kiffing  his  hand)  he's 
mine,  I'll  have  him. 

HARDCASTLE. 
And  to   crown  all,  Kate,  he's  one  of  the   mod 
bafliful  and  referved  young  fellows  in  all  the  world. 

Mifs  HARD- 
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Mifs  HARD  CASTLE. 
Eh!  you  have  frozen  me  to  death  again.     That 
word  referved,  has  undone  all  the  reft  of  his  accom- 
plifhments.      A    referved  lover,  it  is  faid,    always 
makes  a  fufpicious  hufband. 

HARD  CASTLE. 
On  the  contrary,  modefty  feidom  refides  in  a  breaft: 
that  is  not  enriched  with  nobler  virtues.     It  was  the 
very  feature  in  his  character  that  firfl:  (truck  me. 
Mifs  HARDCASTLE. 
He  muft  have  more  ftriking  features  to  catch  me, 
I  promife  you.      However,  if  he  be   fo  young,   fo 
handfome,  and  fo  every  thing,  as  you  mention,  I  be- 
lieve he'll  do  (till.     I  think  I'll  have  him. 
HARDCASTLE. 
Ay,  Kate,  but  there  is  (till  an  obftacle.     Its  more 
than  an  even  wager,  he  may  not  have  you. 

Mifs  HARDCASTLE. 
My  dear  Papa,  why  will  you  mortify  one  fo  ? — 
Well,  if  he  refufes,  inftead  of  breaking  my  heart 
at  his  indifference,  I'll  only  break  my  glafs  for  its 
flattery.  Set  my  cap  to  fome  newer  fafhion,  and  look 
out  for  fome  lefs  difficult  admirer. 

HARDCASTLE. 
Bravely  refolved !    In  the  mean  time  I'll  go  prepare 
the  fervants  lor  his  reception ;  as  we  feidom  fee  com- 
pany they  want  as  much  training  as  a  company  of  re- 
cruits, the  firfb  day's  mutter.  [Exiti 

Mifs  Hard  castle,  Sola. 
Mifs  HARDCASTLE. 
Lud,  this  news  of  Papa's,  puts  me  all  in  a  flutter. 
Young,  handfome  •,  thefe  he  put  laft  •,  but  I  put  them 
foremoft.  Senfible,  good-natured  ;  I  like  all  that. 
But  then  referved,  and  Iheepiih,  that's  much  againft 
him.  Yet  can't  he  be  cured  of  his  timidity,  by  being 
taught  to  be  proud  of  his  wife?  Yes,  and  can't  I — 
But  I  vow  I'm  difpofing  of  the  hufband,  before  I 
have  fecured  the  lover. 

Enter 
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Enter    Mifs   Nevi.llj. 

Mifs  HARD  CASTLE. 
I'm  glad  you're  come,  Neville,  my  dear.  Tell  me; 
Conftance,  how  do  I  look  this  evening?  Is  there  any 
thing  whimfical  about   me  ?    Is   it  one  of  my  well 
looking  days,  child  ?  Am  I  in  face  to  day  ? 

Mifs  NEVILLE. 
Perfectly,  my  dear.  Yet  now  I  look  again — blefs 
me  ! — fure  no  accident  has  happened  among  the  ca- 
nary birds  or  the  gold  fifties.  Has  your  brother  or  the 
cat  been  meddling?  Or  has  the  laft  novel  been 
too  moving? 

Mifs  HARDCASTLE. 
No  ;  nothing  of  all  this.     I  have  been  threatened 
— I  can   fcarce  get  it  out — I   have  been  threatened 
with  a  lover. 

Mifs  NEVILLE. 
And  his  name 

Mifs  HARDCASTLE.  - 
Is  Marlow. 

Mifs  NEVILLE. 
Indeed ! 

Mifs  HARDCASTLE;' 
The  fon  of  Sir  Charles  Marlow. 

Mifs    NEVILLE. 
As  I  live,  the  moft  intimate  friend  of  Mr.  Haftings, 
my  admirer.     They  are  never   afunder.      I    believe 
you  mull  have  feen  him  when  we  lived  in  town. 

Mifs  HARDCASTLE. 
Never. 

Mifs  NEVILLE. 
He's  a  very  lingular  character,  I  afllire  you. 
Among  women  of  reputation  and  virtue,  he  is  the 
modelled  man  alive  ;  but  his  acquaintance  give  him 
a  very  different  character  among  creatures  of  another 
(lamp  :  you  understand  me. 

Mifs    HARDCASTLE. 
An  odd  character,  indeed.     I  mall  never  be  able 

to 
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to  manage  him.  What  fhall  I  do  ?  Pfhaw,  think 
no  more  of  him,  but  fruit  to  occurrences  for  fuc- 
cefs.  But  how  goes  on  your  own  affair  my  dear, 
has  my  mother  been  courting  you  for  my  brother 
Tony,  as  uiual  ? 

a  .      Mifs  NEVILLE. 
J   have .  juft    come    from   one    of   our   agreeable 
the  a-tetes.     She  has  been  faying  a  hundred  tender 
things,  and  fetting  off  her  pretty  monfter  as  the  very 
pink  of  perfection. 

Mifs    H  A  R  D  C  H  S  T  L  E. 

And  her  partiality  is  fuch,  that  fhe  actually  thinks 
him  fo.  A  fortune  like  your's  is  no  fmall  tempta- 
tion. Befides,  as  fhe  has  the  fole  management  of  it, 
I'm  not  furprized  to  fee  her  unwilling  to  kt  it  go 
out  of  the  family, 

Mifs  NEVILLE. 
A  fortune  like  mine,  which  chiefly  confifls  in  jewels, 
is  no  fuch  mighty  temptation.  But  at  any  rate  if  my 
dear  Ha  flings  be  but  conflant,  I  make  no  doubt  to  be 
too  hard  for  her  at  lad.  However,  I  let  her  fuppofe 
that  I  am  in  love  with  her  fon,  and  fhe  never  once 
dreams  that  my  affections  are  fixed  upon  another, 

Mifs    HARDCASTLE. 
My   good  brother  holds  out  ftoutly.     I  could  al* 
mo  ft  love  him  for  hating  you  fo. 

Mifs    NEVILLE. 
It  is  a  good  natqred  creature  at  bottom,  and   I'm 
fure  would  wifh  to  fee   me  married  to  any  body  buc 
himfelf.     But  my   aunt's    bell    rings  for  our   after- 
noon's walk  round  the  improvements.     Alons.  Cou- 
rage is  neceffary   as  our  affairs  are  critical. 
Mifs   HARDCASTLE. 
Would  it  were  bed  time  and  all  were  well. 

C  Scene, 
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SCENE,  An  Alehoufe  Room.  Several  Jhabby  fel- 
lows, with  Punch  and  Tobacco.  Tony  at  the  bead 
of  the  Table.,  a  little  higher  than  the  reft  :  A  mallet 
in  his  hand. 

PMNES. 
Hurrea,  hurrea,  hurrea,  bravo, 

Firft     FELLOW. 
Now,  gentlemen,  filence  for  a  long.     The  'Squire 
is  s;oing  to  knock  himfel-f  down  for  a  fons;. 
O  M  N  E  S. 
Ay,  a  fons,  a  fong. 

TON  Y. 
Then  I'll  fing  you,  gentlemen,  a  fong  I  made  upon 
this  ale-houfe,  the  Three  Pigeons. 

SONG. 

Let  fchool-majters  puzzle  their  brain, 

.     With  grammar,  andnonfenfe,  and  learning! 

Good  liquor,  IJloutly  maintain, 

Gives  genus  a  Letter  difcerning. 
Let  them  brag  of  their  Heathenijh  Gods, 

'Their  Lethes,  their  Styxes,  and  Stygians  ', 
Their  ^uis,  and  their  Shoes,  and  their  ^uods, 
They're  all  but  a  parcel  of  Pigeons. 

Toroddle,  torqddle,  torolL 

When  Methodijl  preachers  come  doivn, 

A  preaching  that  drinking  isfinful, 
I'll  wager  the  rafcals  a  crown,     . 

They  always  preach  bejl  with  a  fkinful. 
But  when  you  come  down  with  your  pence % 

For  a  flice  of  their  f curvy  religion^ 
I'll  leave  it  to_  all  men  of  fenfe, 

But  you  my  good  friend  are  the  pigeon. 

Toroddle,  toroddle,  toroll. 
Thin  come,  put  the  jorum  about, 

And  let  us  be  merry  and  clever, 
Qw  hearts  and  our  liquors  arejlout. 

Here's  the  Three  Jolly  Pigeons  for  ever. 

Let 
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Let  feme  cry  zip  woodcock  or  hare. 

Your  bujlards,  yotirauch,  and  your  widgeons', 
But  of\  all  the  birds  in  the  air, 

Here's  a  health  to  the  Three  Jolly  pigeons. 

Toroddle,  toroddlej  torotf* 

O  M  N  E  Si 
Bravo,  bravo. 

Fir  ft    FELL  O  W. 
The  'Squire  has. got  {punk  in  him. 

Second     FELLOW; 
I  loves  to  hear  him  fing,  bekeays  he  never  gives 
us  nothing   that*s  low. 

Third     FELLOW. 

0  damn  any  thing  that's  low,  I  cannot  bear  it. 

Fourth"  F  E  L  L  O  W. 
The  genteel  thing  is  the  genteel  thing  at  any  time." 
If  fo  be  that  a  gentleman  bees  in  a  concatenation  ac- 
cordingly-. 

Third    FELLOW. 

1  like  the  maxiim  oF  it  Matter,  Muggins,  WHat, 
tho'  I  am  obligated  to  dance  a  bear,  a  man  may  be 
a  gentleman  for  all  that.  May  this  be  my  poifon 
if  my  bear  ever  dances  but  to  the  very  gen- 
teeleft  of  tunes.  Water  Parted,  or  the  minuet  in 
Ariadne. 

Second     FELLOW. 
What  a  pitty  it  is  the  'Squire  is  hot  come  to  hi3 
own.     It  would  be  well  for  all  the  publicans  within 
ten  miles  round  of  him. 

TONY. 
Ecod   and   {6   it  would  Mafter  Slang.     I'd  then 
ihew  what  it  was  to  keep  choice  of  company. 
Second     FELLOW. 
O  he  takes  after  his  own  father  for  that.     To  be 
lure  old  'Squire   Lumpkin  was  the  fined  gentleman 
I  ever   fet  my  eyes  on.     For  winding   the  ftreight 
horn,    or    beating     a    thicket    for  a    hare,    or    a 
wench  he  never  had  his  fellow,     It  was   a  faying  in 

C  2  die 
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the  place,  that   he   kept   the  belt  horfes,  dogs  and 
girls  in  the  whole  county. 

TONY. 
Ecod,  and  when  I'm  of  age  I'll  be  no  baftard  I 
promife  you.  I  have  been  thinking  of  Bett  Boun- 
cer and  the  miller's  grey  mare  to  begin  with.  But 
come,  my  boys,  drink  about  and  be  merry,  for  you 
pay  no  reckonings     Well  Stingo,  what's  the  matter? 

Enter    LANDLORD. 
LANDLORD. 
There   be   two   gentlemen  in  a  poft-chaife  at  the 
door.     They  have  loft  their  way  upo*  theforeft  ;  and 
they  are  talking  fomething  about  Mr.  Hardcaftle. 

TONY. 

As  fure  as  can  be  one  of  them  muft  be  the  gen- 
tleman that's  coming  down  to  court  my  Mer.  Do 
they  feem  to  be  Londoners  ? 

LANDLORD. 

I  believe  they  may.  They  look  woundily  like 
Frenchmen. 

TONY. 

Then  defire  them  to  ftep  this  way,  and  I'll  fet 
them  right  in  a  twinkling.  {Exit  Landlord.)  Gen- 
tlemen, as  they  mayn't  be  good  enough  company  for 
you,  ftep  down  for  a  moment,  and  V\\  be  with  you 
in  the  iqueezing  of  a  lemon.  [Exeunt  Mob. 

TONY  Joins. 
T  O  N  Y. 
Father-in-law  has  been  calling  me  whelp,  and 
hound,  this  half  year.  ■  Now  if  I  pleafed,  I  could 
be  fo  revenged  upon  the  old  grumbletonian.  But 
then  I'm  aTraid— afraid  of  what !  I  fhall  foon  be 
worth  fifteen  hundred  a  year,  and  \tt  him  frighten 
me  out  of  that  if  he  can. 

Enter  Landlord,  conducting  Marlow   and  -Haftings. 
M  ARLO  W. 
What  a  tedious  uncomfortable  day  have  we  had  of 

it  I 
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it !  We  were  told   it  was  but  forty  miles  acrofs  the 
country,  and  we  have  come  above  threefcore. 
HASTINGS. 
And  all  Marlow,  from  that  unaccountable  referve 
of  yours,  that  would   not  let  us  enquire   more  fre- 
quently on  the  way. 

M  A  R  L  O  W. 
I  own,  Haftings,  I  am  unwilling  to  lay  myfelf  un- 
der an  obligation   to  every   one  I   meet  •,  and  often, 
Hand  the  chance  of  an  unmannerly  anfwer. 
HASTINGS. 
At  prefent,  however,  we  are  not  likely  to  receive 
afiy  anfwer. 

TONY. 
No  offence,  gentlemen.     But   I'm    told  you  have 
been  enquiring  for  one  Mr.  Hardcaftle,  in  thofe  parts. 
Do  you  know  what  part  of  the  country  you  are  in  ? 
HASTINGS. 
Not  in  the  lead  Sir,  but  mould  thank  you  for  in- 
formation. 

TONY. 
Nor  the  way  you  came  ? 

HASTINGS, 

No,  Sir;  but  if  you  can  inform  us » 

TONY. 
"Why,  gentlemen,  if  you  know   neither   the  road 
you  are  going,  nor  where  you  are,  nor  the  road  you 
came,  the  firft  thing  I  have  to  inform  you  is,  that — ■ 
You  have  loft  your  way. 

MARLOW. 
We  wanted  no  ghoft  to  tell  us  that. 

TONY. 

Pray,  gentlemen,  may  I   be  fo  bold  as  to  afk  the 
place  from  whence  you  came  ? 

MARLOW. 
That's  not  neceffary  towards  directing  us  where  we 
are  to  go. 

TONY. 
No  offence  ;  but  queftion  for  queftion  is   all  fair, 
1  you 
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you  know.  Pray,  gentlemen,  is  hot  this  fame  Hard- 
caftle  a  crofs-grain'd,  old-famion'd,  whimfical  fel- 
low, with  an  ugly  face  ;  a  daughter,  and  a  pretty 
fon? 

HASTINGS. 
We  have  not  feen  the  gentleman,  but  he  has  the 
Family  you  mention. 

T  O  N  Y. 
The  daughter,  a  tall  trapefing,  trolloping,  talka- 
tive maypoie The  fon,  a  pretty,  well-bred,  agree- 
able youth,  that  every  body  is  fond  of. 
M  A  R  L  O  W. 
Our  information  differs  in  this.     The  daughter   is 
laid  to  be  well  bred  and  beautiful ;  the  fon,    an  auk- 
ward  booby,  reared  up,   and  fpoiled   at  his  mother's 
apron-ftring. 

TONY. 
He-he-hem — Then,  gentlemen,  all  I  have  to  tell 
you  is,  that  you  won't  reach  Mr.  Hardcaftle's  hotife 
this  night,  I  believe. 

HASTINGS. 
Unfortunate ! 

TONY. 
It's  a  damn'd  long,  dark,  boggy,  dirty,  dangerous 
way.  Stingo,  tell  the  gentlemen  the  way  to  Mr. 
Hardcaftle's  •,  (winking  upon  the  Landlord)  Mr. 
Hardcaftle's,  o£  Quagmire  Marfb,  you  underftand 
me. 

LANDLORD. 
Mafter   Hardcaftle's!    Lock-a-daify,  my  rfrafters, 
you'Fe  come  a  deadly  deal  wrong  !-  When    you  came 
to  the  bottom  of  the  hill,  you  fhoulcl  have  crofs'd 
down  Squafh-lane. 

MA  R  L  O  W. 
Crofs  down  SquahVlane  ! 

LA  NDLORD. 
i     Then  you  were  to  keep  itreight  forward, 'till  you 
came  t©  four  roads. 

M'-A  RLO  W. 
Come  to  where  four  roads  meet? 

Tony. 
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TONY. 
Ay  •,   but  you  muft  be  fure  to  take  only   one  of 
them. 

M  ARLO  W. 
O  Sir,  you're  facetious. 

T  O  N  Y. 
Then  keeping  to  the  right,  you  are  to  go  fide-ways 
till  you  come  upon  Crack  ikull  common  :  there  you 
muft  look  fharp  for  the  track  of  the  wheel,  and  go 
'forward,  'till  you  come  to  farmer  Murrain's  barn. 
Coming  to  the  farmer's  barn,  you  are  to  turn  to  the 
right,  and   then   to  the   left,  and  then  to  the  right 

about  again,  till  you  find  out  the  old  mill 

M  A  R  L  O  W. 
Zounds,  man  !  we  could  as  foon  find  out  the  lon- 
gitude! 

HASTINGS, 
"What's  to  be  done,  Marlow  ? 

M  A  R  L  O  W. 
This  houfe  promifes  but  a  poor  reception ;  though 
perhaps  the  Landlord  can  accommodate  us. 
LANDLORD. 
Alack,  matter,  we  have  but  one  fpare  bed   in  the 
whole  houfe. 

TONY. 

And  to  my  knowledge,  that's   taken  up  by  three 

Jodgers  already,   (after  a  paufe^  in  ivbich  the  reft  feem 

difconcerted)   I  have  hit  it.   Don't  you  think,  Stingo, 

©ur  landlady  could  accommodate  the   gentlemen    by 

the  fire-fide,  with three  chairs  and  a  bolder? 

H  AS  TINGS. 
I  hate  fleeping  by  the  fire-fide. 

MARLOW. 
And  I  deteft  your  three  chairs  and  a  bolfter. 

TONY. 
You  do,  do  you  ? — then  let  me  fee — what— if  you 
go  on  a  mile  further,    to  the  Buck's  Head  ;  the  old 
Buck's  Head  on  the  hill,  one  of  the  beft  inns  in  the 
whole  county  ? 

Hastings. 
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HASTINGS. 

O  ho !  fo  we  have  efcaped  an  adventure  for  this 
night,  however. 

LANDLORD. 

(Apart  to  'Tony)  Sure,  you  ben't  lending  them   to 
your  father's  as  an  inn,  be  you  ? 
TONY. 

Mum,  you  fool  you.  Let  them  find  that  out.  {to 
them)  You  have  only  to  keep  on  ftreight  forward, 
till  you  come  to  a  large  old  houfe  by  the  road  fide. 
You'll  fee  a  pair  of  large  horns  over  the  door.  That's 
the  fign.  Prive  up  the  yard,  and  call  floutly 
about  you? 

HASTING   S- 

Sir,  we  are  obliged  to  you.  The  fervants  can't 
mil's  the  way  ?  - 

T  O  NY.     . 

No,  no  :  But  I  tell  you  though,  true  landlord  is 
rich,  and  going  to  leave  orF  bufinefs  •,  fo  he  wants  to 
be  thought  a  Gentleman,  faving  your  prefence,  he, 
he,  he,  He'il  be  for  g'vrng  you  his  company,  and 
eccd  if  you  mind  him,  he'll  perfuade  you  that  his 
mother  was  an  alderman,  and  his  aunt  a  juftice  of 
peace. ' 

LANDLORD. 

A  troublefome  old  blade  to  be  fure  j,  but  a  keeps 
8S  good  wines  and  beds  as  any  in  the  whole'  country. 

M  A  R  L  O  W. 
Well,  if  he  fupplres  us;  with  thefe,   we   mall  want 
no  further  connexion.    We  are  to  turn  to  the  right, 
did  you  fay  ?  ■  ■■  >■ 

TON  Y. 
No,   no  •,  ftreight  forward.     I'll  juft  ftep  myfelf, 
and  fhew  you  a  piece  of  the-  way.  (Jo  the  landlord) 
Mum.  .. 

LANDLORD. 

Ah,   blefs  your  heart,   for   a   fweet,  pleafant- 

damn'd  mifchievous  fon  of  a  whore. 

ACT 
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ACT     IL 

SCENE,  An  old-fajhioned  Hotfss* 

Enter.  Hardcastle,  followed  by  three   or  few  Atik* 
ward  Servants. 
HARDCASTLE. 

WELL,  I  hope  you're  perfect  in  the  table  exer- 
cife  I  have  been  teaching  you  thefe  three  days* 
You  all  know  your  pofts  and  your  places,  and  can 
fhew  that  you  have  been  ufed  to  good  company,  with- 
out ever  ftirring  from  home* 

OMNES. 
Ay,  av» 

HARDCASTLE. 
When  company  comes,  you  are  not  to  pop  out 
and  ftare,  and  then  run  in  again,  like  frighted  rab* 
bits  in  a  warren. 

OMNES, 

No,  no. 

HARDCASTLE* 

You,  Diggory,  whom  I  have  taken  from  the  barn, 
are  to  make  a  mew  at  the  fide- table ;  and  you,  Ro- 
ger, whom  I  have  advanced  from  the  plow,  are  to 
place  yourfelf  behind  my  chair.  But  you're  not  to 
(land  fo,  with  your  hands  in  your  pockets.  Take 
your  hands  from  your  pockets,  Roger ;  and  from 
your  head,  you  blockhead  you*  See  how  Diggory 
carries  his  hands.  They're  a  little  too  ftiff,  indeed, 
but  that's  no  great  matter. 

DIGGORY. 

Ay,  mind  how  I  hold  them*  I  learned  to  hold  my 
hands  this  way,  when  I  was  upon  drill  for  the  mili- 
tia.    And  fo  being  upon  drill 

HARDCASTLE. 
You  muft  not  be  fo  talkative,  Diggory.   You  mnft 
be  all  attention  to  the  guefts,    You  muft  hear  us  talk, 

D  ,         and 
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and  not  think  of  talking  •,  you  muft  fee  us  drink,  and 
not  think  of  drinking ;  you  muft  fee  us  eat,  and  not 
think  of  eating. 

D  1  G  G  O  R  Y. 
By  the  laws,  your  worfhip,  that's  parfe&ly  unpof- 
fible.    Whenever  Diggory  fees  yeating  going  forward, 
ecod  he's  always  wifhing  for  a  mouthful  himfelf. 
HARDCAST  LE. 
Blockhead!  Is  not  a  belly  full   in  the  kitchen  as 
good  as  a  belly  Full  in  the  parlour  ?  Stay  your  ftomach 
with  that  reflection. 

DlCGORY. 
Ecod  I  thank  your  worfhip,  Til  make  a  fhift  toftay 
my  ftomach  with  a  flice  of  cold  beef  in  the  pantry. 
H  ARDC  ASTLE. 
Diggory,  you  are  too  talkative.    Then  if  I  happen 
to  fay  a  good  thing,  or  tell  a  good- ftory  at  table,  you 
muft  not  all  burft  out  a-laughing,  as  if  you  made  part 
of  the  company. 

DIG  GORY. 
Then  ecod  your  worfhip  tnuft  not  tell  the  ftory  of 
Ould  Groufe  in  the  gun  room  :  I  can't  help  laughing 
at  that — he  !  he !  .he  ! — for  the  foul  of  me.    We  have 
laughed  at  that  thefe  twenty  years — ha!  ha!  ha! 
H  ARDC  ASTLE. 
Ha!  ha!  ha!      The  ftory  is  a  good  one.     Well, 
honeft  Diggory,  you  may  laugh  at  that — but  ftiil  re- 
member to  be  attentive.     Suppofe  one  of  the  company 
fhould  call  for  a  glafs  of  wine,  how  will  you  behave .? 
A  glafs  of  wine,  Sir,    if  you  pleafe  (Jo  Diggory)— Eh, 
why  don't  you  move  ? 

DIG  GORY. 
Ecod,  your  wqrlhrp,  I  never  have  courage  till  Tfee 
the  eatables  and  drinkables  brought  upoJ  the  table, 
and  then  I'm  as  bauid  as  a  lion. 

HARDCASTLE. 
What,  will  no  body  move  ? 

FIRST   SERVANT,         ■ 
I'm  not  to  leave  this  pleace. 

Second 
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SECOND   SERVANT. 
I'm  fure  it's  no  pleace  of  mine. 

THIRD   SERVANT. 
Nor  mkie,  for  fartain. 

DIGGORY. 
Wauns,  and  I'm  fure  it>canna  be  mine. 

HARDCASTLE. 
You  numbfkulls !  and  fo  while,  like  your  betters, 
vou  are  quarrelling  for  places,  the  gtiefts  muft  be 
ftarved.  O  you  dunces  !  I  find  1  muft  begin  all 
over  again. But  don't  I  hear  a  coach  drive  in- 
to the  yard  ?  To  your  pods,  you  blockheads.  I'll 
go  in  the  mean  time  and  give  my  old  friend's  fon  a 
hearty  reception  at  the  gate.  [Exit  Hardcaflle. 

DIGGORY. 
By  the  elevens,   my  pleace  is  gone  quite   out  of 
my  head. 

ROGER. 
I  know  that  mv  pleace  is  to  be  every  where. 

FIRST    SERVAN  T. 
Where  the  devil  is  mine  ? 

SECOND    SERVANT. 
My  pleace  is  to  be  no  where  at  all  ;  and  fo  Ize  go 
about  my  bufmefs.-      [Exeunt  Servants,  running  about 

as  if  frighted,  different  ways. 

Enter  Servant  with  Candles,  jhewing  in   Marlow 
and   Hastings. 

SERVANT.        . 
Welcome,  gentlemen,  very  welcome.     This  way. 

HASTINGS. 
After  the  difappointments  of  the  day,  welcome  once 
more,  Charles,  to  the  comforts  of  a  clean  room  and  a 
good  fire.  Upon  my  word,  a  very  well  looking  houfe  ; 
antique,  but  creditable. 

MARLO  W. 
The  ufual  fate  of  a  large  manfion.     Having  firft 
ruined  the  mafter  by  good  houfekeeping,  it  at  laft 
comes  to  levy  contributions  as  an  inn. 

D  2  Hast- 
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HASTINGS. 

As  you  fay,  we  paflengers  are  to  be  taxed  to  pay  ail 
thefe  fineries.    I  have  often  feen  a  good  fideboard,  or 
?i  marble  chimney-piece,  tho'  not  actually  put  in  the 
bill,  enftarne  a  reckoning  confoundedly. 
MAHOW, 

Travellers,  George,  muft  pay  in  all  places.     The 
only  difference  is,  that  in  good  inns,  you  pay  dearly 
for  luxuries ;  jn  bad  inns,  you  are  fleeced  and  ftarved. 
HASTINGS. 

You  have  lived  pretty  much  among  them.  In 
truth,  I  have  been  ofcen  furpri^ed,  that  you  who 
have  feen  fo  much  of  the  world,  with  your  natural 
good  fenfe,  and  your  many  opportunities,  could 
never  yet  acquire  a  requifite  fhare  of  afTurance. 
MARLOW. 

The  Englifhman's  malady.  But  tell  me,  George, 
where  could  I  have  learned  thataffurance  you  talk  of? 
My  life  has  been  chiefly  fpent  in  a  college,  or  an  inn, 
jn  feelufion  from  that  lovely  part  of  the  creation 
that  chiefly  teach  men  confidence.  I  don't  know 
that  I  was  ever  familiarly  acquainted  with  a  Angle 
model!  woman — except  my  mother — But  among  fe- 
males of  another  clafs  you  know— 
HASTINGS. 

Ay,  among  them  you  are  impudent  enough  of  all 
confcience. 

MARLOW. 

They  are  of  us  you  know. 

HASTINQS. 
But  in  the  company  of  women  of  reputation  I 
never  faw  fuch  an  ideot,  fuch  a  trembler ;  you  lool^ 
for  all  the  world  as  if  you  wanted  an  opportunity  of 
stealing  out  of  the  room. 

MARLOW. 
Why  man  that's   becaufe    I    do  want   to    fteal 
cut  of   the  room.      Faith,  I   have  often    formed 

a  re- 
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a  refolution  to  break  the  ice,  and  rattle  away  at  any 
rate.  But  I  don*t  know  how,  a  fingle  glance  from 
a  pair  of  fine  eyes  has  totally  overiet  my  refo- 
lution. An  impudent  fellow  may  counterfeit  mo- 
defty,  but  I'll  be  hanged  it  a  modeft  man  can  ever 
counterfeit  impudence. 

Hastings. 

If  you  could  but  fay  half  the  fine  things  to  them 
that  I  have  heard  you  lavifli  upon  the  bar-maid  of 
an  inn,  or  even  a  college  bed  maker — 

MARLOW. 
"Why,  George,  I  can't  fay  fine  things  to  them, 
They  freeze,  they  petrify  me.  They  may  talk  of  a 
comet,  or  a  burning  mountain,  or  fome  fuch  baga- 
telle. But  to  me,  a  modeft  woman,  dreft  out  in  all 
her  finery,  is  the  moft  tremendous  object  of  the 
whole  creation* 

HASTINGS; 
Ha,  ha,  ha.  At  this  rate,  man,  how  can  you  ever 
expect  to  marry ! 

MARLOW: 
Never,  unlefs  as  among  kings  and  princes,  my 
bride  were  to  be  courted  by  proxy.  If,  indeed,  like 
an  Eaftern  bridegroom,  one  were  to  be  introduced 
to  a  wife  He  never  faw  before,  it  might  be  endured. 
But  to  go  through  all  the  terrors  of  a  formal  court- 
Ihip,  together  with  the  epifode  of  aunts,  grand- 
mothers and  coufins,  and  at  laft  to  blurt  out  the 
broad  (taring  queftion,  of,  madam  will  you  marry -me? 
No,  no,  that's  a  ftrain  much  above  me  I  allure  you 

HASTINGS. 

I  pity  you.  But  how-do  you  intend  behaving  to 
the  lady  you  are  come  down  to  vifit  at  the  requeft  of 
your  father  ? 

M  ARLOW. 

As  I  behave  to  all  other  ladies.  Bow  very  low, 
Anfwejr  yes,  or  no,  to  all   her  demands— But  for 
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the  reft,  I  don't  think  I  (hall  venture  to  look  in'  her 
face,  till  I  fee  my  father's  again. 
HASTINGS. 

I'm  furprized  that  one  who  is  ib  warm  a  friend 
can  be  fo  cool  a  lover. 

M  A  R  L  O  W. 

To  be  explicit,  my  dear  Haftings,  .my  chief  in- 
ducement down  was  to  be  fnftrumental  in  forwarding 
your  happinefs,  not  my  own.  Mifs  Neville  loves 
you,  the  family  don't  know  you,  as  my  friend  you 
are  fure  of  a  reception,  and  let  honour  do  the  reft. 
HASTINGS. 

My  dear  Marlow  !  But  I'll  fupprefs  the  emotion. 
"Were  I  a  wretch,  meanly  feeking  to  carry  off  a  forb- 
orne, you  fhould  be  the  laft  man  in  the  world  I  would 
apply  to  for  aftiftance.  But  Mifs  Neville's  perfon. is 
all  I  afk,  and  that  is  mine,  both  from  her  deceafed 
father's  confent,  and  her  own  inclination. 
MARLOW. 

Happy  man!  You  have  talents  and  art  to  capti- 
vate any  woman.  I'm  dpom'd  to  adore  the  lex,  and 
yet  to.  converfe  with  the  only  part  of  it  1  defpife. 
This  Hammer  in  my  addrefs,  and  this  aukward  pre- 
pofieffing  vifage  of  mine,  can  never  permit  me  to  loar 
above  the  reach  of  a  milliner's  'prentice,  or  one  of  the 
dutcheffes  of  Drury-lane.  Pfhaw !  this  fellow  here 
to  interrupt  us. 

Enter  Hard  castle. 

HARD  CASTLE. 
Gentlemen,  once  more  you  are  heartily  welcome. 
"Which  is  Mr.  Marlow  ?  Sir,  you're  heartily  welcome. 
It's  not  my  way,  you  fee,  to  receive  my  friends  with 
my  back  to  the-  fire.  1  like  to  give  them  a  hearty 
reception  in  the  old  ftile  at  my  gate.  I  like  to  fee  their 
horfes  and  trunks  taken  care  of. 

M  A  R  L  O  W     {aftde.) 
He  has  got  our  names  from  the  fewants  already. 
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(To  Him)  We  approve  your  caution  and  hofpitality, 
Sir.  (To  Hajlings)  I  have  been  thinking,  George, 
of  changing  our  travelling  dreffes  in  the  morning.  I 
am  grown  confoundedly  afhamed  of  mine. 
H  ARDCASTLE. 
I  beg,  Mr.  Marlow,  you'll  ufe  no  ceremony  in  this 
houfe. 

HASTINGS. 
I  fancy,  George,  you're  right :  the  firft  blow-  is 
half  the  battle.    I  intend  opening  the  campaign  with 
the  white  and  gold. 

Mr.  H  ARDCASTLE. 
Mr.  Marlow — Mr.  Haftings —  gentlemen-— t pray 
be  under  no  conftraint  in  this  houfe.     This  is  Liberty- 
hall,  gentlemen.    You  may  do  juft  as  youpleafe  here, 
.MARLOW, 
Yet,   George-,  if  we  open  the  campaign  too  fierce- 
ly at  firft,  we  may  want  ammunition  before  it  is  over,. 
I  think  to  referve  the  embroidery  to  fecure  a  retreat. 

HARDCASTLE. 
Your  talking  of  a  retreat,   Mr.  Mai  low,  puts  ma 
in  mind  of  the  Duke  of  Marlborough,  when  we  went 
to  befiege  Denain.     He  firft  fummoned  the  garrifon^ 
.      .MARLOW. 
Don't  you  think  the  ventre  dor   waiftcoat  will  do 
with  the  plain  brown  \ 

HARDCASTLE. 
He  firft  fummoned  the  garrifon,  which  might con- 
fift  of  about  five  thoufand  men-- , 

HASTINGS. 
I  think  hot:  Brown   and   yellow  mix  but'  very 
poorly. 

HARDCASTLE. 
I  fay,  gentlemen,  as   I    was  telling  you,  he  fum- 
moned  the  garrifon,  which  might  con fi ft  of  about 

five  thoufand  men 

MARLO  W, 
The. girls  like  finery. 

Hard- 
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HARDCASTLE. 

Which  might  confift  of  about  five  thoufand  men, 
well  appointed  with  flones,  ammunition,  and  other 
implements  of  war.  Now,  fays  the  Duke  of  Marl- 
borough, to  George  Brooks,  that  flood  next  to  him--- 
You  mull  have  heard  of  George  Brooks  ;  I'll  pawn 
my  Dukedom,  fays  he,  but  I  take  that  garrifon  with- 
out fpilling  a  drop  of  blood.    So • 

MARLOW, 

What,  my  good  friend,  if  you  gave  us  a  glafs  of 
punch  in  the  mean  time,  it  would  help  us  to  carry  on 
the  fiege  with  vigour. 

HARDCASTLE. 

Punch,  Sir !  (afje)  This  is  the  mod  unaccounta- 
ble kind  of  modefty  I  ever  met  with. 
MARLOW. 

Yes,  Sir,  Punch*  A  glafs  of  warm  punch,  after 
our  journey,  will  be  comfortable.  This  is  Liberty- 
Hall,  you  know. 

HARDCASTLE. 
Here's,  cup,  Sir. 

MARLOW. 
(afide)  So  this  fellow,  in  his  Liberty -hall,  will  only 
let  us  have  juft  what  he  pleafes. 

HARDCASTLE. 
(Taking  the  Cup)  I  hope  you'll  find  it  to  your  mind. 
I  have  prepared  it  with  my  own  hands,  and  I  believe 
you'll  own  the  ingredients  are  tolerable.     Will  you, 
be  fo  good  as  to  pledge  me,  Sir  ?     Here,  Mr.  Mar- 
low,  here  is  to  our  better  acquaintance,  [drinks. 
MARLOW. 
(Afide)  A  very  impudent  fellow  this  I  but   he's  a 
character,  and  1*11  humour  him  a  little.     Sir,  my  fer- 
vice  to  you.  {drinks) 

HASTINGS.  < 
(Afide)  I  fee  this  fellow  wants  to  give  us  his  com- 
pany, and  forgets  that  he's  an  innkeeper,  before  he 
has  learned  to  be  a  gentleman. 

Marlow 
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M    A    R    L    O    W. 
.  £rom  the  excellence  of  your  cup,  my  old  friend, 
I  fuppofe  you  have  a  good  deal  of  bufinefs  in  this 
part  of  the  country.     Warm  work,  now  and  then, 
at  elections,  I  fuppofe. 

H  A  R  D  C  A  S   T  L   E> 
No,  Sir,  I  have  long  given  that  work  over.  Since 
our  betters  have  hit  upon  the  expedient  of  electing 
each  other,  there's  no  bufinefs  for  us  that  fell  ale. 
HASH  N  G  S. 
So,  then  you  have  no  turn  for  politics  I  find. 

HARDCASTLE. 
Not  in  the  leaft.  There  was  a  time,  indeed  j  I  fretted 
rnyfelf  about  the  miftakes  of  government,  like  other 
people ;  but  finding  rnyfelf  every   day  grow  more 
angry,  and  the  government  growing  no  better,  I  left 
it  to  mend   itfelf.     Since  that,  I  no  more  trouble 
my  head  about  Hey  der  Ally,  or  Ally  Cawn,  than  about 
Ally  Croaker.     Sir,  my  fervice  to  you. 
HASTINGS. 
So  that  with  eating  above  flairs,  and  drinking  be- 
low, with  receiving  your  friends  within,' and  amufmg 
them  without,  you  lead  a  good  pleafant  buftiing  life 
of.it. 

HARDCASTLE. 
I  do  ftir  about  a  great  deal,  that's  certain.     Half 
ihQ  differences  of  the  parifh  are  adjuiled  in  this  very- 
parlour. 

M    A    R    L    O     W. 
(After  drinking)   And  you  have  an  argument  in 
your, cup,  old  gentleman,  better  than  any  in  Weft- 
minfter-hall. 

HA  R  D  C  A  S  T  E. 
Ay,  young  gentleman,  that,  and  a  little philofophy. 

M    A    R    L    O    W. 
(Ajzde)    Well,  this  is  the  firft  time  I  ever  heard 
of  an  innkeeper's  philofophy. 

E  HAST- 
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HASTINGS. 
So  then,  like  an  experienced  general,  you  attack 
them  on  every  quarter.     If  you  find  their  reafon 
manageable,  you  attack  it  with  your  philofophy  •,  if 
you  find  they  have  no  reafon,  you  attack  them  with 
this.  Here's  your  health,  myphilofopher.  {drinks). 
HARDCASTLE. 
Good,  very  good,  thank  you  •,  ha,  ha.    Your  Ge- 
neralfhip  puts  me  in  mind  of  Prince  Eugene,  when 
he  fought  the  Turks  at  the  battle  of  Belgrade.    You 
ihall  hear. 

M    A    R    L    O    IV. 
Inftead  of  the  battle   of  Belgrade.  I  believe  it's 
almoft  time  to  talk  about  fupper.     What  has  your 
philofophy  got  in  the  houfe  for  fnpper  ? 
HARDCASTLE. 
For  Supper,  Sir  !   (afide)  Was  ever  fuch  a  requeft 
to  a  man  in  his  own  houfe ! 

M    A    R    L    O    W. 
Yes,  Sir,  fupper  Sir  ;  I  begin  to  feel  an  appetite. 
I  mall  make  devilifh  work  to-night  in  the  larder,  I 
promife  you. 

HARD  CAS  TLE. 
{Afide)  Such  a  brazen  dog  fure  never  my  eyes  be- 
held, {to  him)  Why  really,  Sir,  as  for  fupper  Ican't 
well  tell.  My  Dorothy,  and  the  cook  maid,  fettle 
thefe  things  between  them.  *  I  leave  thefe  kind  of 
things  entirely  to  them. 

MA    R    L    O     W. 
.    You  do,  do  you  ? 

HARDCASTLE. 
Entirely.     By-the-bye,  I  believe  they  are  in  actual 
confultation  upon  what's  for  fupper  this  moment  in 
the  kitchen. 

M    A    R    L     O    W. 
Then  I  beg  they'll  admit  me  as  one  of  their  privy 

council. 
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council.  It's  a  way  I  have  got.  When  I  travel,  I 
always  chufe  to  regulate  my  own  fupper.  Let  the 
cook  be  called.     No  offence  I  hope,  Sir, 

HARDCASTLE. 
O  no,  Sir,  none  in  the  leaft ;  yet  I  don't  know 
how :  our  Bridget,  the  cook  maid,  is  not  very  com- 
municative upon  thefe  occafions.     Should  we  fend 
tor  her,  me  might  fcold  us  all  out  of  the  houfe. 

HASTINGS. 
Let's  fee  your  lift  of  the  larder  then.     I  afk  it  as  a 
favour.     I  always  match  my  appetite  to  my  bill  of 
fare.     •  . 

M    A    R    L    O    W. 
(To  Hardcafikj  who  looks  at  them  them  with  fur- 
prize)  Sir,  he's  very  right,  and  it's  my  way  too. 

HARDCASTLE. 
Sir,  you  have  a  right  to  command  here.  Here, 
Roger,  bring  us  the  bill  of  fare  for  to  night's  fup- 
per. I  believe  it's  drawn  out.  Your  manner,  Mr. 
Haftings,  puts  me  in  mind  of  my  uncle,  Colonel 
Wallop.  It  was  a  faying  of  his,  that  no  man  was 
fure  of  his  fupper  till  he  had  eaten  it. 

HASTINGS. 

(Aftde)    All  upon  the  high  ropes  !    His  uncle  a 
Colonel !    We  fhall  foon  hear  of  his  mother  being  a 
juftice  of  peace.     But  let's  hear  the  bill  of  fare. 
M  .  A    R    L    O    W, 

(Perufing)  What's  here  ?  For  the  firft  courfe ;  for 
the  fecond  courfe  :  for  the  the  defer t.  The  devil,  Sir, 
do  you  think  we  have  brought  down  the  whole  Joi- 
ners Company,  or  the  Corporation  of  Bedford,  to 
eat  up  fuch  a  fupper  ?.  Two  or  three  little  things, 
clean  and  comfortable,  will  dp. 

HASTINGS. 
But,  let's  hear  it. 

E  2  MARLOW. 
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M    A    R    L    O    W. 

(Reading)    For  the  firft  courfe  at  the  top,  a  pig, 
and  pruin  fauce. 

HASTINGS. 
Damn  your  pig,  I  fay. 

M    A    R    L     O'  W, 

And  damn  your  pruin  fauce,  fay  It 

HARDGASTLE. 
And  yet,  gentlemen,  to  men  that  are  hungry,  pig,, 
with  pruin  faupe,  is  very  good  eating. 

MARROW. 

At  the  bottom,  a  calve's  tongue  and  brains. 

HASTINGS. 
$.et  your  brains  be  knock'd  out,  my  good  Sir  ;  I 
don't  like  them. 

M  A  R  L  O  W. 
Or  you  may  clap  them  on  a  plate  by  themfelves. 
I  c}o. 

HARDGASTLE. 
(JJtde)  Their  impudence  confoimds  me.  (to  them) 
Gentlemen,  you  are  my  guefts,    make  what  alte- 
rations you  pleafe.     Is  there  any  thing  elfe  you  wift} 
to  retrench  or  alter,  gentlemen  r 

M  A  R  L  O  W. 

Item.  A  pork  pie,  a  boiled  rabhet  and  faufages, 
a  Florentine,  a  making  pudding,  and  a  dim  of 
fiff—  taff— taffety  cream ! 

HASTINGS. 
Confound  your  made  difhes,  I  mail  be  as  much 
at  a  lofs  in  this  hioufe  as  at  a  green  and  yellow  din- 
ner at  the  French,  ambaffador's  table.    I'm  for  plain 
eating. 

HARDGASTLE. 
I'm  forry,  gentlemen,    that  I  have  nothing  you 
like,  but  if  there  be  any  thing  you  have  a  particu- 
lar fa^ncy  to — ■ —    .. 

3  MARLOW. 


,  THE  MISTAKES  OF  A  NIGHT.      29 

M  A  R  L  O  W. 

Why,  really,  Sir,  your  bill  of  fare  is  fo  exqui- 
fite,  that  any  one  part  of  it  is  full  as  good  as  ano- 
ther. Send  us  what  you  pleafe.  So  much  for 
fupper.  And  now  to  fee  that  our  beds  are  air'd* 
and  properly  taken  care  of. 

HARDCASTLE. 

I  entreat  you'll  leave  all  that  to  me.     You  fhall 

$ot  ftir  a  ftep. 

M  A  R  L  O  W. 
Leave  that  to  you  !  I  proteft,  Sir,  you  muft  ex- 
cufe  me,  I  always  look  to  thefe  things  myfelf. 
HARDCASTLE. 
I  muft  infift,  Sir,  you'll  make  yourfelf  eafy  on 
that  head. 

M  A  R  L  O  W. 
You  fee  I'm  refolved  on  it.    (qfide)  A  very  trou* 
blefome  fellow  this,  as  ever  I  met  with. 
HARDCASTLE. 
Well,  Sir,  I'm  refolved  at  leaft  to   attend  you- 
(qfide)  This  may  be  modern  modefty,  but  I  never 
faw  anything  look  fo  like  old-fafhioned  impudence. 
[Exeunt  Marlow  and  Hardeaftle. 

HASTINGS    folus. 

HASTINGS. 
So  I  find  this  fellow's  civilities  begin  to  grow 
tfoublefome.     But  who  can  be  angry  at  thofe  affi- 
nities which  are  meant  to  pleafe  him  ?  Ha !  what 
<io  I  fee  ?  Mifs  Neville,  by  all  that's  happy ! 


Enter 
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I  Enter  Mifs  N  E  V  I  L  L  E. 

Mifs    N  E  V  I  L  L  E. 
My  dear  Haftings !  To  what  unexpected  good 
fortune  ?  to  what  accident  am  I  to  afcribe  this  hap- 


py  meeting  ? 


■    ■  • 
HASTINGS. 


Rather  let  me  afk  the  fame  queftion,  as  I  could 
never  have  froped  to  meet  my  deareft  Conflance  ac 
an  inn.,  .. 

Mifs    NEVILLE: 

An  inn  !  Cure  you  miftake  !  my  aunt,  my  guar- 
dian, lives; here.  What  could  induce  you  to  think 
this  houfe  an  inn  ? 

H  A  SCT  I  N  G  S. 

My  friend  Mr.'  Mario  w,    with  whom  I  came 
down,  and  I,  have  been  fent.  here  as  to  an  inn,  I 
afTure  you.     A  young  fellow  whom  we  accidentally 
met  at  a  houfe  hard  by  directed  us  hither. 
Mifs    NEVILLE. 

Certainly  it  mufl  be  one  of  my  hopeful  coufin's 
tricks,  of  whom  you  have  heard  me  talk  fo  often, 
ha!  ha!  ha!  ha! 

H  AS  TINGS. 

He  whom  your  aunt  intends  for  you  ?  He  of 
whom  I  have  fuch  juft  apprehenfions  ? 
Mifs    NEVILLE. 

You  have  nothing  to  fear  from  him,  I  aflure 
you.  You'd  adore  him  if  you  knew  how  heartily 
he  defpifes  me.  My  aunt  knows  it  too,  and  has 
undertaken  to  court  me  for  him,  and  actually  be- 
gins to  think  me  has  made  a  conquer!:. 

HAST- 


,  THE  MISTAKES  OF  A  NIGHT.      31 

HASTINGS. 
Thou  dear  dinembler !  You  muft  know,  my 
Conftance,  I  have  jutt  feized  this  happy  opportu- 
nity of  my  friend's  vifit  here  to  get  admittance  into 
the  family.  The  horfes  that  carried  us  down  are 
now  fatigued  with  their  journey,  but  they'll  foon 
be  refrefhed  ;  and  then  if  my  deareft  girl  will  truft 
in  her  faithful  Haftings,  we  mail  foon  be  landed  in 
France,  where  even  among  ilaves  [the  laws  of  mar- 
riage are  refpected. 

Mifs  NEVILLE. 
I  have  often  told  you,  that  though  ready  to  obey 
you,  I  yet  Ihould  leave  my  little  fortune  behind 
with  reluctance.  The  greateft  part  of  it  was  left 
me  by  my  uncle,  the  India  Director,  and  chiefly 
confifts  in  jewels.  I  have  been 'for  fome  time  per- 
fuading  my  aunt  to  let  me  wear  them.  1  I  fancy 
I'm  very  near  fucceeding.  The  inftan:  they  are 
put  into  my  poffefiion  you  fhall  find  me: ready  to 
make  them  and  my felf!yours. 

HASTINGS. 

Perifh  the  baubles  !  Your  perfon  is  all:I  tlefire. 
In  the  meantime,  my  friend  Marlow  muft  not  be 
let  into  his  miftake.  I  know  the  ftrange  referve 
of  his  temper  is  fuch,  that  if  abruptly  rnrofmed^of 
it,  he  would  inftantly  quit  the  houfe  before  our  plan 
was  ripe  for  execution.    ' 

Mifs      N  E  V  ILL  E. 

But  how  fhall  we  keep  him  'in  the  deception  ? 

Mifs  Hardcaftle  is  juft   returned  from  walking  •, 

what  if  we  (till  continue  to  deceive  him  ?;— -i-This, 

this  way—  [Tliey  &ttffr\ 

■ 

Enter 
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Enter        MARLO  W* 

MA  RLO  W. 
The  afliduities  of  thefe  good  people  teize  md 
beyond  bearing.    My  hoft  ieems  to  think  it    ill 
manners  to  leave  me  alone,  and  fo  he  claps  not  only 
himfelf  but  his  old-fafhioned  wife  on  my    back. 
They  talk  of  coming  to  fup  with  us  too  •,  and  then, 
I  fuppofe,  we  are   to  run  the  gauntlet   thro*  all 
the  reft  of  the  family. — What  have  we  got  here  ! — 
H  A  ST  IN  G  S. 
My  dear  Charles  !  Let  me  congratulate  you  l — 
The  moll  fortunate  accident  ! — Who  do  you  think 
is  juft  alighted  ? 

MARLOW., 
Cannot  guefs.  :;  : 

HAST.I  "N  G  S. 
OurmiftrefTes  boy,  Mifs  Hardcafile  and  Mifs 
Neville.     Give  me  leave  to  introduce  Mifs  Con- 
ftance  Neville  to  your  acquaintance.     Happening 
to  dine  in  the  neighbourhood,  they  called,  on  their 
return  to  take  frefh  horfes,  here.     Mifs  Hardcaftk- 
hasjuft  ftept  into  the  next  room,  and  will  be  back 
in  an  inftant.    Wasn't  it  lucky  r  eh  ! 
MARLOW. 
(AJide)  I  have  juft  been  mortified  enough  of  all 
confcience,  and  here  comes  fomething  to  complete 
my  embarraflment.  ~ 

HASTINGS. 
Well !  but  wasn't  it  the  molt  fortunate  thing  in 

the  world  ? 

M  A  R  L  O  W. 

Oh!  yes.    Very  fortunate — a  moft  joyful  en- 
counter—— But  our  dreffes,  George,  you  know, 

are 
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are  in  diforder What  if  we  mould  poftpone  the 

happinefs  'till  to-morrow  ? To-morrow  at  her 

own  houfe It  will  be  every  bit  as  convenient — ■ 

And  rather  more  refpe&ful To-morrow  let  it 

be.  {offering  to  go. 

Mifs    NEVILLE. 

By  no  means,  Sir.    Your  ceremony  will  difpleafe 
her.     The  diforder  of  your  drefs  will  fhew  the  ar- 
dour of  your  impatience.     Befides,  me  knows  you 
are  in  the  houfe,  and  will  permit  you  to  fee  her. 
M  A  R  L  O  W. 

O  !  the  devil !    how  mail  I  fupport  it  ?     Hem  ! 
hem  !     Haftings,  you  muft  not  go.     You  are  to 
affift  me,  you  know.     I  mall  be  confoundedly  ridi- 
culous.   Yet,  hang  it  !  I'll  take  courage.     Hem  1 
HASTINGS. 

Pmaw  man  I    it's  but  the  firft  plunge,  and  all's 
over.     She's  but  a  woman,  you  know. 
M  A  R  L  O  W. 

And  of  all  women,  fhe  that  I  dread  mod  to  en- 
counter ! 

Enter  Mifs  HARDCASTLE  as  returned  from 
walking,  a  Bonnet,  &c. 

HASTINGS,     (Introducing  them.) 
Mifs  Hardcaille,   Mr.  Marlow,    I'm  proud  of 
bringing  two  perfons  of  fuch  merit  together,  that  only 
want  to  know,  to  eft'eem  each  other. 

Mifs       HARDCASTLE       afide. 
Now,  for  meeting  my  modeft  gentleman  with  a 
demure  face,  and  quite  in  his  own  manner.     {After 
a  paufe,  in  which  he  appears  very  uneafy  and  dif- 

concerted.)     I'm  glad  of  your  fafe  arrival,  Sir 

I'm  told  you  had  iome  accidents  by  the  way. 

F  MARLOW. 
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M  A  R  L  O  W. 

Only  a  few  madam.     Yes,  we  had  fome.     Yes, 
Madam,  a  good  many  accidents,  but  mould  be  forry 
>. — Madam— or  rather  glad  of  any  accidents— .that 
are  fo  agreeably  concluded.     Hem  1 
HASTINGS. 

(To  hi?n.)  You  never  fpoke  better  in  your  whole 
life.     Keep  it  up,  and  I'll  infure  you  the  vic~lory. 

Mifs      HARDCASTLE. 
I'm  afraid  you  flatter,  Sir.     You  that  have  feen 
fo  much  of  the  fineft  company  can  find  little  enter- 
tainment in  an  obfcure  corner  of  the  country. 
M  A  R  L  O  W. 
(Gathering  courage.)  I  have  lived,  indeed,  in  the 
world,  Madam  •,    but  I  have  kept  very  little  com- 
pany.    I  have  been  but  an  obierver  upon  life,  Ma- 
dam, while  others  were  enjoying  it. 

Mifs    NEVILLE. 
But  that,  I  am  told,  is  the  way  to  enjoy  it  at  lafL 

HASTINGS. 
\To  him.)     Cicero  never  fpoke    better.      Oncc 
Kiore,  and  you  are  confirmed  in  affurance  for  ever. 
M  A  R  L  O  W. 
(To  him.)  Hem  !    Stand  by  me  then,  and  when 
I'm  dpwn,  throw  in  a  word  or  two  to  fet  me  up 
again. 

Mifs    HARDCASTLE. 
An  obferver,   like  you,  upon  life,  were,  I  fear, 
difagreeably  employed,   fince    you  muft  have  had 
much  more  to  cenfure  than  to  approve. 

M  A  R  L  O  W. 
Pardon  me,  Madam.     I  was  always  willing  to 
be  amufed.     The  folly  of  moll  people  is  rather  an 
pbject  of  mirth  than  uneafinefs. 

HAS- 
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HASTINGS. 
{To  him.)  Bravo,  Bravo.  Never  fpoke  fo  well 
in  your  whole  life.  Well!  Mifs  Hardcaftle,  I 
fee  that  you  and  Mr.  Marlow  are  going  to 
be  very  good  company.  I  believe  our  being  here 
will  but  embarrafs  the  interview. 

M  A  R  L  O  W. 
Not  in  the  leaft,  Mr.  Haftings.     We  like  your 
company  of  all  things.  (To  him.)  Zounds  !  George, 
fure  you  won't  go  ?     How  can  you  leave  lis  ? 

HASTINGS. 
Our  prefence  will  but  fpoil  convei  fation,  fo  we'll 
retire  to  the  next  room.    (To  him)  You  don't  confi- 
der,  man,  that  we  are  to  manage  a  little  tete-a-tete 
of  our  own.  Exemit. 

Mifs  HARDCASTLE. 
(After  a  paufe)  But  you   have  not  been  wholly 
an  obferver,  I  prefume,  Sir :  The  ladies  I  fhould 
hope  have  employed  fome  part  of  your  addreiTes. 
MARLOW. 
(Relapfing  into  timidity)    Pardon   me,-   Madam, 
I — I — I — as  yet  have  ftudied— only — to — deferve 
them. 

Mifs    HARDCASTLE. 
And  that  fome  fay  is  the  very  worft  way  to  ob- 
tain them. 

MARLOW. 
Perhaps  fo,  madam.     But  I  love  to  converfe  on- 
ly with  the  more  grave  and  fenfible  part  of  the  fex. 
——But  I'm  afraid  I  grow  tirefome, 
Mifs   HARDCASTLE. 
Not  at  all,  Sir ;  there  is  nothing  I  like  fo  much 
as  grave  converfation  myfelf ;  I  could  hear  it  for 
ever.    Indeed  I  have  often  *been  furprized  how  a 
•      F  2  man 
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man   of  fentiment   conld    ever  admire  thofe  light 
airy  pleafures,  where  nothing  reaches  the  heart. 
M  A  R  L  O  W. 

It's- a  difeafe of  the  mind,  madam.     In 

the  variety  of  taftes  there  mull  be  fome  who  want- 
ing a  relifh for um-a-um. 

Mifs    HARDCASTLE. 
I   underftand  you,  Sir.     There  muft  be  fome, 
who  wanting  a  relifh  for  refined  pleafures,  pretend 
to  defpife  what  they  are  incapable  of  tailing. 
M  A  R  L  O  W. 
My  meaning,  madam,  but  infinitely  better  ex- 
preffed.     And  I  can't  help  obferving a — — 

Mifs     HARDCASTLE. 
(Afide\  Who  could  ever  fuppofe  this  fellow  im- 
pudent upon  fome  occafions.     (To  him)  You  were 

going  to  obferve,  Sir 

M  A  R  L  O  W. 

I  was  obferving,  madam 1  proteft,  madam, 

I  forget  what  I  was  going  to  obferve. 

Mifs    HARDCASTLE. 
(Afide)    I  vow  and  lb  do  I.     (To  him)  You  were 
obferving,  Sir,  that  in  this  age  of  hypocrify  fome- 
thing  about  hypocrify,  Sir. 

M  A  R  L  O  W. 
Yes,  madam.     In  this  age  of  hypocrify  there  are 
few  who  upon  itri<5t  enquiry  do  not — a — a — a 
Mifs    HARDCASTLE. 
I  underftand  you  perfectly,  Sir. 
MAHO  W. 
(Afide)  Egad !  and  that's  more  than  I  do  myfelf. 

Mifs  HARDCASTLE. 
You  mean  that  in  this  hypocritical  age  there  are 
few  that  do  not  condemn  in  public  what  they  prac- 

tife 
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ti'fe  in  private,  and  think  they  pay  every  debt  to 
virtue  when  they  praife  it. 

M  A  R  L  O  W. 

True,  madam ;  thofe  who*  have  'moft  virtue  in 
their  mouths,  have  leaft  of  it  in  their  bofoms.  But 
I'm  fure  I  tire  you,  madam. 

Mifs   HARDCASTLE. 
Not  in  the  leaft,  Sir  ;  there's  fomething  fo  agree- 
able  and   fpirited  in  your  manner,  fuqh  life  and 
force — pray,  Sir,  go  on.  \ 

M  A  R  L  0  W. 

Yes,  madam.     I  was  faying that  there  are 

fome  occafions when  a  total  want  of  courage, 

madam,  deftroys  all  the* and  puts  us — —upon 

a a— — -a— — 

Mifs    HARDCASTLE. 
I  agree  with  you  entirely,  a  want  of  courage  upon 
fome  occafions  affumes  the  appearance  of  ignorance, 
and  betrays  us  when  we  moil  want  to  excel.    I  beg 
you'll  proceed. 

M  A  R  L  O  W. 
Yes,  madam.     Morally  fpeaking,  madam — But 
I  fee  Mifs  Neville  expecting  us  in  theiiext  room.   I 
would  not  intrude  for  the  world. 

Mifs  HARDCASTLE. 
I  proteft,  Sir,  I  never  was  more  agreeably  enter- 
tained in  all  my  life.     Pray  go  on. 
M  A  R  L  O  W. 

Yes,  madam.     I  was But  fhe  beckons  us  to 

join  her.     Madam,  ihall  I  do  myielf  the  honour  to 
attend  you  ? 

Mifs   HARDCASTLE. 
Well  then,  I'll  follow. 

MAR- 
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M  A  R  L  O  W     afide. 
This  pretty  fmooth  dialogue  has  done  for  me. 

[Exit* 

Mifs   HARDCASTLE   fola. 

Mjfs  HARDCASTLE. 
Ha !  ha !  ha !  Was  there  ever  fuch  a  fober  fen- 
timental  interview  ?  I'm  certain  he  fcarce  look'd  in 
my  face  the  whole  time.  Yet  the  fellow,  but  for 
his  unaccountable  balhfulnefs,  is  pretty  well  too. 
He  has  good  fenfe,  but  then  fo  buried  in  his  fear?, 
that  it  fatigues  one  more  than  ignorance.  If  I 
could  teach  him  a  little  confidence,  it  would  be  do- 
ing fomebody  that  I  know  of  a  piece  of  fervice. 
But  who  is  that  fomebody  ? — that,  faith,  is  a  ques- 
tion I  can  fcarce  anfwer.  [Exit. 

Enter  TONY  and  Mifs  NEVILLE,  followed 
by  Mrs,  HARDCASTLE  and  HASTINGS. 

T  O  N  Y. 
What  do  you  follow  me  for,  coufin  Con  ?  I  won- 
der you're  not  afhamed  to  be  fo  very  engaging. 
Mifs    NEVILLE. 
I  hope,  coufin,  one  may  fpeak  to  one's  own  rela- 
tions, and  not  be  to  blame. 

TONY. 
Ay,  but  I  know  what  fort  of  a  relation  you  want 
£0  make  me  though  ^  but  it  won't  do.     I  tell  you; 
coufin  Con,  it  won't  do,  lb  I  beg  you'll  keep  your 
diftance,  I  want  no  nearer  relationfhip. 

[She follows  coaueting  him  tothebackfcene* 

Mrs, 
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Mrs.     HARDCASTLE. 
Well !  I  vow,  Mr.  Haftings,  you  are  very  enter- 
taining.    There's  nothing  in  the  world  I  love  to  talk 
of  fo  much  as  London,  and  the  fafhions,  though  I 
was  never  there  myfelf. 

HASTINGS. 
Never  there !    You  amaze  me  !    From  your  air 
and    manner,    I   concluded    you    had    been   bred 
#11  your  life  either  at   Ranelagh,  St.  James's,  or 
Tower  Wharf. 

Mrs.  HARDCASTLE. 
O !  Sir,  you're  only  pleafed  to  fay  fo.  Wc 
Country  perfons  can  have  no  manner  at  all.  Pm 
in  love  with  the  town,  and  that  ferves  to  raife  me 
above  fome  of  our  neighbouring  nifties  ;  but  who 
can  have  a  manner,  that  has  never  feen  the  Pan- 
theon, the  Grotto  Gardens,  the  Borough,  and  fuch 
places  where  the  Nobility  chiefly  refort  ?  All  I  can 
do,  is  to  enjoy  London  at  fecond-hand.  I  take  care 
to  know  every  tete-a-tete  from  the  Scandalous  Ma- 
gazine, and  have  all  the  falhions,  as  they  come  out, 
in  a  letter  from  the  two  Mils  Rickets  of  Crooked- 
Jane,  Pray  how  do  you  like  this  head,  Mr.  Haft- 
ings ? 

HASTINGS. 
Extremely  elegant  and  degagee,  upon  my  word, 
Madam.  Your  Frifeur  is  a  Frenchman,  I  fuppofe  ? 
Mrs.     HARDCASTLE. 
I  proteft  I  drefled  it  myfelf  from  a  print  in  the 
JLadies  Memorandum- book  for  the  laft  year. 
HASTINGS. 
Indeed.    Such  ahead  in  a.  fide-box,  at  the  Play- 
houfe,  would  draw  as  many  gazers  as  my  Lady 
May'refs  at  a  City  Bail 

Mrs; 
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.Mrs.     HARD  CAS  T  L  E. 
I  vow,  fince  inoculation  began,  there  is  no  fuch 
thing  to  be  feen  as  a  plain  woman  •,  fo  one  muft  dreis 
a  little  particular  or  one  may  efcape  in  the  crowd. 
HASTINGS. 
But  that  can  never  be  your  cafe,  Madam,  in  any 
drefs.     {bowing) 

Mrs.  HARDCASTLE. 
Yet,  what  fignifies  my  dreffing  when  I  have 
fuch  a  piece  of  antiquity  by  my  fide  as  Mr.  Hard- 
caftle  :  all  I  can  fay  will  never  argue  down  a  fingle 
button  from  his  cloaths.  I  have  often  wanted  him 
to  throw  off  his  great  flaxen  wig,  and  where  he 
was  bald,  to  plaifter  it  over  like  my  Lord  Pately, 
with  powder. 

HASTINGS. 
You  are  right,  Madam ;  for,  as  among  the  ladies, 
there  are  none  ugly,  fo  among  the  men  there  are 
none  old. 

Mrs.     HARDCASTLE. 
But  what  do  you  think  his  anfwer  was  ?  Why, 
with  his  ufual  Gothic  vivacity,  he  faid  I  only  wanted 
him  to  throw  off  his  wig  to  convert  it  into  a  tete  for 
my  own  wearing. 

HASTINGS. 
Intolerable  !    At  your  age  you  may  wear  what 
youpleafe,  and  it  muft  become  you. 

Mrs,    HARDCASTLE. 
Pray,  Mr.  Haftings,  what  do  you  take  to  be  the 
moll  fafbionable  age  about  town  ? 
HASTINGS. 
Sometime  ago,  forty  was  all  the  mode  ;  but  I'm 
told  the  ladies  intend  to  bring  up  fifty  for  the  enfu- 
ing  winter, 

Mrs. 
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krs.     HARDCASTLE. 
Serioufly.     Then  I  mall  be  too  young  for  the 
fafhion. 

HASTINGS. 
No  lady  begins  now  to  put  on  jewels  'till  fhe's 
paft  forty.     For  inftance,  Mifs  there,  in    a  polite 
circle,  would  be  confidered  as  a  child,  as  a  mere 
maker  of  famplers. 

Mrs.     HARD  C  ASTL  £. 
And  yet  Mrs.  Niece  thinks  herfelf  as  much  a 
woman,  and  is  as  fond  of  jewels  as  the  oldeft  of 
us  all. 

HASTINGS. 
Your  niece,  is  flie  ?  .  And  that  young  gentleman,' 
a  brother  of  yours,  1  mould  prefume  ?  ,   , 

Mrs.     HARDCASTLE. 

My  fon,  Sir.  They  are  contracted  to  each  other. 
Obferve  their  little  lports.  They  fall  in  and  out  ten 
times  a  day,  as  if  they  were  man  and  wife  already. 
[To  them.)  ,  Well  Tony,  child,  what  loft  things 
are  you  faying  to  your  coufm  Conftance  this  even- 
ing ? 

TONY. 

I  have  been  faying  no  foft  things ;  but  that  it's 
very  hard  to  be  followed  about  fo.  Ecod  !  I've  not 
a  place  in  the  houfe  now  that's  left  to  myfelf  but 
the  liable. 

Mrs.     HARDCASTLE. 
Nevermind  him,  Con.  my  dear.     He's  in  an- 
other itory  behind  your  back. 

Mifs    NEVILLE. 
There's  fomething  generous  in  my  coufin's  man- 
ner.    He  falls  out  before  faces  to'  be  forgiven  in 
private. 

g  tony; 
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TONY. 

That's  a  damned  confounded crack. 

Mrs.  .HARDCAS  TLE. 

Ah  !  he's  a  fly  one.  Don't  you  think  they're  like 
each  other  about  the  mouth,  Mr.  Haftings  ?  The 
Blenkinfop  mouth  to  a  T.  They're  of  a  fize  too. 
Back  to  back,  my  pretties,  that  Mr.  Haftings  may 
fee  you.     Come  Tony. 

TONY. 

You  had  as  good  not  make  me,  I  tell  you. 

{jneafuring.) 
Mifs    NEVILLE. 
'O  lud  !  he  has  almoft  cracked  my  head. 

Mrs.     HARDCASTLE. 
O  the  monfter  !     For  fhame,  Tony.      You  a 
man,  and  behave  fo  f 

TONY. 

If  I'm  a  man,  let  me  have  my  fortin.  Ecod  ! 
I'll  not  be  made  a  fool  of  no  longer. 

Mrs,  HARDCASTLE. 

Is  this,  ungrateful  boy,  all  that  I'm  to  get  for  the 
pains  I  have  taken  in  your  education  ?  I  that  have 
rock'd  you  in  your  cradle,  and  fed  that  pretty  mouth 
with  a  fpoon  f  Did  not  I  work  that  waiftcoat  to 
make  you  genteel  ?  Did  not  I  prefcribe  for  you 
every  day,  and  weep  while  the  receipt  was  ope- 
rating ? 

TONY. 

Ecod  I  you  had  reafon  to  weep,  for  you  have 
been  dofing  me  ever  fmce  I  was  born.  I  have  gone 
through  every  receipt  in  the  complete  hufwife  ten 
times  over ;  and  you  have  thoughts  of  courfing  me 
through  Quincy  next  fpring.  But,  Ecod  !  I  tell  you, 
I'll  not  be  made  a  fool  of  no  longer, 

Mrs, 
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Mrs.     HARDCASTLE. 
Wasn't  it  all  for  your  good,  viper  ?  Wasn't  it  all 
for  your  good  2 

TON    Y. 
I  wiih  you'd  let  me  and  my  good  alone   then. 
Snubbing  this  way  when  I'm  in  fpirits.     If  I'm  to 
have  any  good,  let  it  come  of  itfelf ;  not  to  keep 
dinging  it,  dinging  it  into  one  fo. 

Mrs.     HARDCASTLE. 
That's  falfe  ;    I  never  fee  you  when   you're  in 
fpirits.     No,  Tony,  you  then  go  to  the  alehoufe  or 
kennel.    I'm  never  to  be  delighted  with  your  agree- 
able, wild  notes,  unfeeling  monfter ! 
TONY. 
Ecod  !    Mamma,  your  own  notes  are  the  wildefl 
of  the  two. 

Mrs.     HARDCASTLE. 
Was  ever  the  like  ?    But  I  fee  he  wants  to  break 
my  heart,  I  fee  he  does. 

HASTINGS. 
Dear  Madam,  permit  me  to  le&ure   the  young 
gentleman  a  little.     I'm  certain  I  can  perfuade  him 
to  his  duty. 

Mrs.     HARDCASTLE. 
Well !  I  muft  retire.  Come,  Conftance,  my  love. 
You  fee  Mr.  Haltings,  the  wretchednefs  of  my  fitu- 
ation :   Was  ever  poor  woman  fo  plagued  with  a 
dear,  fvveet,  pretty,  provoking,  undutiful  boy. 

[Exeunt  Mrs.  Hardcaftle  and  Mifs  Neville. 

HASTINGS.        TONY.      '# 

TONY,        finging. 
Thtre  was  a  young  man  riding  fry,  and  fain  would 
have  his  will.     Rang  do  didlo  dee,     Don't  mind  her. 
G  2  Let 
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Let  her  cry.  It's  the  comfort  of  her  heart.  I  have 
ieeh  her  and  filler  cry  over  a  book  for  an  hour  to- 
gether, and  they  faid,  they  liked  the  book  the  better 
the  more  it  made  them  cry. 

HASTINGS.. 
Then  you're  no  friend  to  the  ladies,  I  find,  my 
pretty  young  gentleman  ? 

TONY. 

That's  as  I  find  'urn. 

HASTINGS. 
Not  to  her  of  your  mother's  chufiflg,  I  dare  an- 
fwer  ?  And  yet  fhe  appears  to  me  a  pretty  well- tem- 
pered girl. 

T    O    NY, 
Thatss  becaufe  you  don't  know  her  as  well  as  I. 
Ecod  !  I  know  every  inch  about  her  ;  and  there's 
not  a  -more  bitter  cantanckerous  toad  in  all  (Thrift- 
endom. 

HASTINGS. 

(Afide)  Pretty  encouragement  this  for  a  lover  ! 

TONY. 

I  have  feen  herfince  the  height  of  that.  She  has 
as  many  tricks  as  a  hare  in  a  thicket,  or  a  colt  the 
firft  day's  breaking. 

HASTINGS. 

To  me  fhe  appears  fenfible  and  filent  ! 

TONY. 

Ay,  before  company.  But  when  fhe's  with  her 
play-mates  (he's  as  loud  as  a  hog  in  a  gate. 

HASTINGS. 

But  there  is  a  meek  rnodefty  about  her  that 
charms  me. 

TONY, 
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TONY. 

Yes,  .but  curb  her  never  fo  little,  fhe  kicks  up, 
and  you're  flung  in  a  ditch. 

HASTINGS. 

Well,  but  you  muft  allow  her  a  little  beauty. — ° 
Yes,  you  muft  allow  her  Tome  beauty. 

TONY. 

Bandbox  !  She's  all  a  made  up  thing,  mun.  Ah  ! 
could  you  but  fee  Bet  Bouncer  of  thefe  parts,  you 
might  then  talk  of  beauty.  Ecod,  fhe  has  two  eyes 
as  black  as  floes,  and  cheeks  as  broad  and  red  as  a 
pulpit  cufhion.     She'd  make  two  of  fhe. 

HASTINGS. 
Well,  what  fay  you  to  a  friend  that  would  take 
this  bitter  bargain  off  your  hands  ? 

TONY. 

Anon. 

HASTINGS. 
Would  you  thank  him  that  would  takeMifsNevilb 
and  leave  you  to  happinefs  and  your  dear  Betfy  ? 
TONY. 
Ay ;  but  where  is  there  fuch  a  friend,  for  who 
would  take  her  ? 

HASTINGS. 

I  am  he.  If  you  but  aflift  me,  I'll  engage  to 
whip  her  off  to  France,  and  you  fhall  never  hear 
more  of  her. 

TONY. 

Aflift  you  !  Ecod  I  will,  to  the  laft  drop  of  my 
blood.  I'll  clap  a  pair  of  horfes  to  your  chaife 
that  fhall  trundle  you  off  in  a  twinkling,  and  may 
be  get  you  a  part  of  her  fortin  befide,  in  jewels, 
that  you  little  dream  of. 

H  A  S  T- 
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HASTINGS. 
My  dear  fquire,  this  looks  like  a  lad  of  {pint. 

TONY. 
Come  along  then,  and  you  fhall  fee  more  of  my 
fpirit  before  you  have  done  with  me  (finging).    We 
are  the  boys  that  fears  no  noife  where  the  thunder- 
ing cannons  roar.  [Exeunt. 


End  of  Second  Act. 


ACT 
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ACT       III. 

Enter    HARDCAS.TLE   folus,  ' 

HARDCASTLE. 

WHAT  could  my  old  friend  Sir  Charles  mea« 
by  recommending  his  fon  as  the  modelled 
young  man  in  town  ?  To  me  he  appears  the  moil 
impudent  piece  of  brafs  that  ever  fpoke  with  a 
tongue.  He  has  taken  poffefnon  of  the  eafy  chair 
by  the  fire-fide  already.  He  took  off  his  boots  in 
the  parlour,  and  defired  me  to  fee  them  taken  care 
of.  I'm  defirous  to  know  how  his  impudence  affects 
my  daughter.— She  will  certainly  be  fhocked  at  it. 

Enter  Mifs  HARDCASTLE,  plainly  drefsU 

HARDCASTLE. 
Well,  my  Kate,    I  fee  you  have  changed  your 
drefs  as  I  bid   you ;  and  yet,  I  believe,  there  was 
no  great  occaiion.  ?,. 

Mifs   HARDCASTLE. 
I  find  fuch  a  pleafure,  Sir,  in  obeying  your  cam- 
mands,  that  I  take  care  to   obferve   them  without 
ever  debating  their  propriety. 

HARDCASTLE. 
And  yet,    Kate,    I  fometimes   give  you   fome 
caufe,  particularly  when  I  recommended  my  modefi 
gentleman  to  you  as  a  lover  to-day, 

Mifs  HARDCASTLE. 
You  taught  me  to  expect  fomething  extraordi- 
nary, and  1  find  the  original  exceeds  the  defcrip- 
tion. 

HARD- 
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HARDCASTLE. 
I  was   never  fo  furprized  in  my  life!    He  has 
quite  confounded  all  my  faculties  ! 

Mifs    HARDCASTLE. 
I  never  faw  any  thing   like  it  3    And  a  man  of 
the  world  too  ! 

HARDCASTLE. 
Ay,  he  learned  it  all  abroad, — what  a  fool  was 
I,  to  think  a  young  man  could  learn  modefty  by 
travelling.     He  might  as  foon  learn  wit  at  a  maf- 
querade. 

Mifs    HARDCASTLE. 
It  feems  all  natural  to  him. 

HARDCASTLE. 
-    A  good  deal  affifted   by  bad  company    and-  2 
French  dancing-mafter. 

Mifs   HARDCASTLE. 
Sure  you   miftake,    papa  !     a  French  dancing- 
mafter  could   never  have   taught  him   that   timid 
look, —that  aukward   addrefs, — that  bafhful   man- 
ner  

HARDCASTLE. 
Whofe  look  ?  whofe  manner  ?  child  ! 

Mifs    HARDCASTLE.  ,      - 

Mr.  Marlow's  :  his  meauvaife  honte,  his  timidity 
ftruck  me  at  the  firft  fight. 

HARDCASTLE. 
Then  your  firft  fight  deceived  you  ;  for  I  think 
him  one  of  the  molt  brazen   firft   fights  that  ever 
aftdniihed  rhy  fenfes. 

Mifs   HARDCASTLE. 
Sure,  Sir,  you  rally !    I  never  faw  any  one  fo 
modeft.  . 

XIARB- 
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HARDCASTLE. 
And  can  you  be  ierious !    I  never  faw  fuch  a 
bouncing  fwaggering  puppy  fince  I  was  born.  Bully 
Dawibn  was  but  a  fool  to  him. 

Mifs    HARDCASTLE. 
Surprizing  !  He  met  me  with  a  refpectful  bow- 
a  Hammering  voice,  and  a  look,  fixed  on  the  ground. 
HARDCASTLE. 
He  met  me  with  a  loud  voice,  a  lordly  air,  and 
a  familiarity  that  made  my  blood  freeze  again. 
Mifs   HARDCASTLE. 
He  treated  me  with  diffidence  and  refpedb ;  cen- 
fured  the  manners  of  the  age  ;    admired  the  pru- 
dence of  girls  that  never  laughed  •,  fired  me  with 
apologies  for  being  tirefome ;  then   left  the  room 
with  a  bow,    and,    madam,    I  would   not  for  the 
world  detain  you. 

HARDCASTLE. 

He  fpoke  to  me  as  if  he  knew  me  all  his  life 
before.  Afked  twenty  queftions,  and  never  waited 
for  an  anfwer.  Interrupted  my  beft:  remarks  with. 
fome  filly  pun,  and  when  I  was  in  my  beft  itory  of  the 
Duke  of  Marlborough  and  Prince  Eugene,  he  afked 
if  I  had  not  a  good  hand  at  making  punch.  Yes, 
Kate,  he  afk'd  your  father  if  he  was  a  maker  of 
punch  ! 

Mifs   HARDCASTLE. 
One  of  us  muft  certainly  be  miftaken. 

HARDCASTLE. 
If  he  be  what  he  has  fliewn  himfelf,  I'm  deter-' 
mined  he  (hall  never  have  my  confent. 
Mifs   HARDCASTLE. 
And  if  he  be  the  fallen  thing  I  take  him,  he  (hall 
never  have  mine. 

H  HAHD-f 
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HARDCASTLE. 

In  one  thing  then  we  are  agreed — to  reject  him. 
Mifs    HARDCASTLE. 

Yes.  But  upon  conditions.  For  if  you  mould 
find  him  lefs  impudent,  and  I  more  preiuming  •,  if 
you  find  him  more  refpe&ful,  and  I  more  importu- 
nate  1  don't  know the  fellow  is  well  enough 

for  a  man — Certainly  we  don't  meet  many  fuch  at 
a  horfe  race  in  the  country. 

HARDCASTLE. 

If  we  mould  find  him  fo But  that's  impofiible. 

The  firft  appearance  has  done  my  bufmefs.     I'm 
feldom  deceived  in  that. 

Mifs    HARDCASTLE. 

And  yet  there  may  be  many  good  qualities  under 
that  firft  appearance. 

HARDCASTLE. 

Ay,  when  a  girl  finds  a  fellow's  outfide  to  her 
tafte,  fhe  then  fets  about  guefiing  the  reft  of  his 
furniture.  With  her,  a  lmooth  face  ftands  for  good 
fenfe,  and  a  genteel  figure  for  every  virtue. 

Mifs    HARDCASTLE. 
I  hope,  Sir,  a  converfation  begun  with  a  compli- 
ment to  my  good  fenfe  won't  end  with  a  fneer  at  my 
underftanding  ? 

HARDCASTLE. 
Pardon  me,  Kate.     But  if  young  Mr.  Brazen  can 
find  the  art  of  reconciling  contradictions,  he  may 
pleafe  us  both,  perhaps. 

Mifs    HARDCASTLE. 
And  as  one  of  us  muft  be  miftaken,  what  if  we  go 
to  make  further  difcoveries  ? 

HARDCASTLE. 
Agreed.     But  depend  on't  I'm  in  the  right. 

Mifs 
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Mifs    HARDCASTLE. 
And  depend  on't  I'm  not  much  in  the  wrong. 

[Exeunt. 

Enter  TONY  running  in  with  a  Cafket. 

TON    Y. 

Ecod  !  I  have  got  them.  Here  they  are.  My 
Coufin  Con's  necklaces,  bobs  and  all.  My  mother 
man't  cheat  the  poor  fouls  out  of  their  fortune  nei- 
ther.    O  !  my  genus,  is  that  you  ? 

Enter     HASTINGS. 

HASTINGS. 

My  dear  friend,  how  have  you  managed  with 
your  mother  ?  I  "hope  you  have  amufed  her  with 
pretending  love  for  your  coufin,  and  that  you  are 
willing  to  be  reconciled  at  laft  ?  Our  horfes  will  be 
refrelhed  in  a  Ihort  time,  and  we  fhall  foon  be  ready 
to  fet  off. 

TONY. 

And  here's  fomething  to  bear  your  charges  by 
the  way,  (giving  the  cafket.)  Your  fweetheart's 
jewels.  Keep  them,  and  hang  thofe,  I  fay,  that 
would  rob  you  of  one  of  them. 

HASTINGS. 

But  how  have  you  procured  them  from  your 
mother  ? 

TONY. 

Afk  me  no  queftions,  and  I'll  tell  you  no  fibs.  I 
procured  them  by  the  rule  of  thumb.  If  I  had  not 
a  key  to  every  drawer  in  mother's  bureau,  how 
could  I  go  to  the  alehoufe  fo  often  as  I  do?  An  ho- 
neft  man  may  rob  himfelf  of  his  own  at  any  time. 

Hi  MAST- 


f 


52    SHE  STOOPS  TO  CONQUER  3  Or, 

HASTINGS. 

Thoufands  do  it  every  day.  But  to  be  plain 
with  you  •,  Mifs  Neville  is  endeavouring  to  procure 
them  from  her  aunt  this  very  inftant.  If  fhe  fuc- 
ceeds,  it  will  be  the  raoft  delicate  way  at  leaft  0 
obtaining  them. 

TONY. 

Well,  keep  them,  till  you  know  how  it  will  be. 
But  I  know  how  it  will  be  well  enough,  fhe'd  as  foon 
part  with  the  only  found  tooth  in  her  head. 

HASTINGS. 

But  I  dread  the  effects  of  her  refentment,  when 
Ihe  finds  fhe  has  loft  them, 

TONY. 

Never  you  mind  her  refentment,  leave  me  to  ma- 
nage that.  I  don't  value  her  refentment  the  bounce 
of  a  cracker.  Zounds !  here  they  are.  Morrice, 
Prance.  .[ Exit  Haftings, 

TONY,      Mrs.    HARDCASTLE, 
Mifs    NEVILLE. 

Mrs.     HARD  CAS  T  L  E. 
Indeed,  Conftance,  you  amaze  me.     Such  a  girl 
as  you  want  jewels  ?    It  will  be  time  enough  for 
jewels,  my  dear,  twenty  years   hence,  when  your 
beauty  begins  to  want  repairs. 

Mifs    NEVILLE. 
But  what  will  repair  beauty  at  forty,  will  cer- 
tainly improve  it  at  twenty,  Madam. 

Mrs.  HARDCASTLE. 
Yours,  my  dear,  can  admit  of  none.  That  natu- 
ral blufh  is  beyond  a  thoufand  ornaments.  Befides, 
child,  jewels  are  quite  out  at  prefent.  Don't  you 
fee  half  the  ladies  of  our  acquaintance,  my  lady,  Kill 
day  light,  and  Mrs.  Crump,  and  the  reft  of  them, 
2  carry 
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carry  their  jewels  to  town,  and  bring  nothing  but 
Parte  and  Marcafites  back.     < 

Mifs    NEVILLE. 
But  who  knows,  Madam,  but  fomebody  that  fhall 
be  namelefs  would  like  me  beft  with  all  my  little 
finery  about  me  ? 

Mrs.  HARDCASTLE. 
Confult  your  glafs,  my  dear,  and  then  fee,  if  with 
fuch  a  pair  of  eyes,  you  want  any  better  fparklers. 
What  do  you  think,  Tony,  my  dear,  does  your 
coufin  Con.  want  any  jewels,  in  your  eyes,  to  fetofF 
her  beauty. 

TONY. 
That's  as  thereafter  may  be. 

Mifs    NEVILLE. 
My  dear  aunt,  if  you  knew  how  it  would  oblige 
me. 

Mrs.    HARDCASTLE. 
A   parcel    of  old-falhioned  rofe   and  table-cut 
things.     They  would  make  you  look  like  the  court 
of  king   Solomon   at  a   puppet-fhew.     Befides,    I 
believe  I  can't  readily  come  at  them.     They  may 
be  milling  for  aught  I  know  to  the  contrary. 
TONY. 
{Apart  to  Mrs.  Hardcajile.)    Then  why  don't  you 
tell  her  fo   at  once,  as  fhe's   fo  longing  for  them. 
Tell  her  they're  loft.     It's  the  only  way  to  quiet 
her.     Say  they're  loft,  and  call  me  to  bear  witnefs. 
Mrs.     HARDCASTLE. 
{Apart  to  Tony.)    You  know,   my  dear,  I'm  only 
keeping  them  for  you.     So  if  I  fay  they're  gone8 
you'll  bear  me  witnefs,  will  you  ?  He  1  he  I  he  \ 
TONY. 
Never  fear  me.    Ecod  !  I'll  fay  I  faw  them  taken 
out  with  my  own  eyes. 

Mifs 
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Mifs     NEVILLE. 
I  defire  them  but  for  a  day,  Madam.     Jnft  to  be 
permitted  to  fhew   them  as   relicks,  and  then  they 
may  be  lock'd  up  again. 

Mrs.     HARDCASTLE. 
To  be  plain  with  you,  my  dear  Conitance ;   if  I 
could  find  them,-  you  fhould  have  them.     They're 
miffing,   I   affure  you.     Loft,  for  aught  I  know ; 
but  we  muft  have  patience  wherever  they  are. 
Mifs    NEVILLE. 
I'll  not  believe  it  •,  this  is  but  a  fhallow  pretence 
to  deny  me.     I  know  they're  too  valuable   to  be  fo 
llightly  kept,  and  as.  you  are  to  anfwerfor  the  lofs. 
Mrs.     HARDCASTLE. 
Don't  be  alarmed,  Conftance.     If  they  be  loft,  I 
muft  reftore  an  equivalent.     But  my  fon  knows  they 
are  miffing,  and  not  to  be  found. 
TON    Y. 
That   I  can  bear  witnefs  to.     They  are  miffing, 
and  not  to  be  found,  I'll  take  my  oath  on't. 
Mrs.     HARDCASTLE. 
You  muft  learn  refignation,   my  dear ;  for  t,ho' 
we  lofe  our  fortune!,  yet  we  fhould  not  lofe  our  pa- 
tience.    See  me,  how  calm  I  am. 

Mifs    NEVILLE. 
Ay,  people  are  generally  calm  at  the  misfortunes 
of  others. 

Mrs.     HARDCASTLE. 

Now,  I  wonder  a  girl  of  your  good  fenfe  fhould 

wafte  a  thought  upon  fuch  trumpery.     We  fhall 

ibon  find  them  ;  and,  in  the  mean  time,  you  fhall 

make  ufe  of  my  garnets  till  your  jewels  be  found. 

Mifs    NEVILLE. 


I  deteft  garnets. 


Mrs. 


THE  MISTAKES  OF  A  NIGHT.       55 

Mrs.     HARDCASTLE. 
The  moil  becoming  things  in  the  world  to  fetofF 
a  clear  complexion.     You  have  often  feen  how  well 
they  look  upon  me.     You Jhatt  have  them.      [Exit, 
Mifs    NEVILLE. 
I  diflike  them  of  all  things.     You  fhan't  ftir. — 
Was  ever  any  thing  fo  provoking  to  miflay  my  own 
jewels,  and  force  me  to  wear  her  trumpery. 

TON    Y. 

Don't  be  a  fool.  If  me  gives  you  the  garnets, 
take  what  you  can  get.  The  jewels  are  your  own 
already.  I  have  ftolen  them  out  of  her  bureau,  and 
Ihe  does  not  know  it.  Fly  to  your  fpark,  he'll  tell 
you  more  of  the  matter.  Leave  me  to  manage  her. 

Mils    NEVILLE. 
My  dear  coufm. 

TONY. 
Vanifh.     She's  here,  and  has  miffed  them  alrea- 
dy.    Zounds  !  how  Ihe  fidgets  and  (pits  about  like 
a  Catharine  wheel. 

Enter  Mrs.  FIARDCASTLE. 

Mrs.     HARDCASTLE. 
Confufion  !  thieves!  robbers!    We  are  cheated 5 
plundered,  broke  open,   undone.  , " 

TONY. 
What's  the  matter,  what'^s  the  matter,  mamma? 
I  hope  nothing  has  happened  to  any  of  the  good 
family  1 

Mrs.     HARDCASTLE. 
We  are  robbed.     My  bureau  has  been   broke 
open,  the  jewels  taken  out,  and  I'm  undone. 
TONY. 
Oh  !  is  that  all  ?    Ha,  ha,  ha.     By  the  laws,  I 

never 
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never   faw   it  better  acted  in   my   life.     Ecod,  1 
thought  you  was  ruin'd  in  earneft,  ha,  ha,  ha. 
Mrs.     HARDCASTLE. 
Why  boy,  I  am  ruin'd   in  earneft.     My  bureau 
has  been  broke  open,  and  all  taken  away. 
TONY. 
Stick  to  that ;  ha,  ha,  ha ;  flick  to  that.  I'll  bear 
witnefs,  you  know,  call  me  to  bear  witnefs. 
Mrs.     HARDCASTLE. 
I  tell  you,  Tony,    by  all  that's  precious,   the 
jewels  are  gone,  and  I  fhall  be  ruin'd  forever. 
TONY. 
Sure  I  know  they're  gone,  and  I  am  to  fay  fo. 

Mrs.     HARDCASTLE. 
My  deareft  Tony,    but  hear  me.     They're  gone, 
I  fay. 

TONY. 
By  the  laws,  mamma,  you  make  me  for  to  laugh, 
ha,  ha.    I  know  who  took  them  well  enough,  ha, 
ha,  ha. 

Mrs.     HARDCASTLE. 
Was  there  ever  fuch  a  blockhead,  that  can't  tell 
the  difference  between  jeft  and  earneft.     I  tell  you 
I'm  not  in  jeft,  booby. 

TONY. 
That's  right,  that's  right :  You  muft  be  in  a  bit- 
ter paffion,  and  then  nobody  will  fufpect  either  of 
us.     I'll  bear  witnefs  that  they  are  gone.  x 
Mrs,    HARDCASTLE. 
Was  there  ever  fuch  a  crofs-grain'd  brute,  that 
won't  hear  me !  Can  you  bear   witnefs  that  you're 
no  better  than  a  fool  ?  Was  ever  poor  woman  fo  be- 
fet  with  fools  on  one  hand,  and  thieves  on  the  other* 
TONY. 
I  can  bear  witnefs  to  that, 

Mrs. 
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Mrs.     HARDCASTLE. 
Bear  witnefs  again,  you  blockhead  you,  and  I'll 
turn  you  out  of  the  room  directly.     My  poor  niece^ 
what  will  become  of  her !  Do  you  laugh,  you  un- 
feeling brute,  as  if  you  enjoy'd  my  diftrefs  ? 
TONY. 
I  can  bear  witnefs  to  that. 

Mrs.     HARDCASTLE. 
Do  you  iniult  me,  moniter  ?    I'll  teach  you  to 
vex  your  mother,  I  will 

TONY.  - 

I  can  bear  witnefs  to  that. 

(He  runs  off,  Jhe follows  him* 

Enter  Mifs  HARDCASTLE  and  Maid. 

Mifs    HARDCASTLE. 
What  an  unaccountable  creature  is  that  brother 
of  mine,  to  fend  them  to  thehoufe  as  an  inn,  h.a}  ha. 
I  don't  wonder  at  his  impudence. 

MAID. 
But  what  is  more,  madam,  the  young  gentleman 
as  you  pafied  by  in  your  prefent  drefs,  alk'd  me  if 
you  were  the  bar  maid  ?     He  miftook  you  for  the 
bar  maid,  madam. 

Mifs    HARDCASTLE. 
Did  he  ?  Then  as  I  live  I'm  relblved  to  keep  up 
the  delufion.     Tell  me,  Pimple,  how  do  you  like 
my  prefent  drefs.     Don't  you  think  I  look  fome« 
thing  like  Cherry  in  the  Beaux  Stratagem  \ 
MAID. 
It's  the  drefs,  madam,  that  every  lady  wears  in  the 
country,  but  when  Ihe  vifits  or  receives  company* 

1       Mifs    HARDCASTLE. 
And  are  you  fure  he  does  not  remember  my  face 
or  perfon  \ 

I  MAI  fi« 
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MAID. 

Certain  of  it. 

Mifs     HARD  CASTLE. 

I  vow  I  thought  fo ;  for  though  we  fpoke  for 
fome  time  together,  yet  his  fears  were  fuch,  that  he 
never  once  looked  up  during  the  interview.  Indeed, 
if  he  had,  my  bonnet  would  have  kept  him  from 
feeing  me. 

M    A    1    D. 

But  what  do  you  hope  from  keeping  him  in  his 
miftake  ? 

Mifs    HARDCASTLE. 

In  the  firft  place,  I  mail  be  fe'en,  and  that  is  no 
fmall  advantage  to  a  girl  who  brings  her  face  to 
market.  Then  L  mall  perhaps  make  an  acquaintance 
and  that's  no  fmall  vi&ory  gained  over  one  who  ne- 
ver addreffes  any  but  the  wildeft  of  her  fex.  But 
"my  chief  aim  is  to  take  my  gentleman  off  his,guard, 
■and  like  an  invifible  champion  of  romance  examine 
the  giant's  force  before  I  offer  to  combat. 
M    A    I    D. 

But  are  you  fure  you  can  act  your  part,  and  dif- 
guile  your  voice,  fo  that  he  may  miftake  that,  as  he 
has  already  miltaken  your  perfon  ? 

Mils     HARDCASTLE. 

Never  fear  me.     I  think  I  have  got  the  true  bar 

cant. — Did  your  honour  call  ? Attend  the  Lion 

there.' Pipes  and  tobacco  for  the  Angel. — The 

.Lamb  has  been  outrageous  this  half  hour. 
MAID. 

It  will  do,  madam.     But  he's  here.    [Exit  Maid. 

[Enter    MARLOW. 

M  A  R  L  O  W. 
What  a  bawling  in  every  part  of  the  houfej  I 
have  fcarce  a  moment's  repoie.     If  I  go  to  the  belt 

room, 
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room,  there  I  find  my  hoft  and  his  ftory.  If  I  fly 
to  the  gallery,  there  we  have  my  hoitefs  with  her 
curtefy  down  to  the  ground.  I  have  at  laft  got  a 
moment  to  myfelf,  and  now  for  recollection. 

[IValks  and  mufes. 
Mifs    HARDCASTLE. 
Did  you  call,  Sir  ?  did  your  honour  call  ? 

M  A  R  L  O  W. 
(Mufing.)     As   for  Mifs  Hardcaftle,    fhe's   too 
grave  and  fentimental  for  me. 

Mifs    HARDCASTLE. 
Did  your  honour  call  ? 
(She  JIM  places  herf elf  before  him,  he  turning  away* 

M  A  R  L  O  W. 
No,  child   (mufing).    Befides  from  the  glimpfe  I 
had  of  her,  I  think  me  fquints. 

Mifs    HARDCASTLE.    , 
I'm  fure,  Sir,  I  heard  the  bell  ring. 

M  A  R  L  O  W. 
No,  No.    {mufing)    I  have  pleafed   my  father, 
however,    by  coming  down,    and  I'll    to-morrow 
pleafe  m;  felf  by  returning. 

(Taking  out  his  tablets,  and  psrufing: 
Mifs    HARDCASTLE. 
Perhaps  the  Other  gentleman  called,  Sin 

.       M  A  R  L  O  W. 
I  tell  you,  no.  . 

Mifs    HARDCASTLE, 
I  mould  be  glad  to  know,  Sir.     We  have  fuch 
a  parcel  of  fervants. 

M  A  R  L  O  W. 
No,  no,  I  tell  you.    (Looks full  in  her  face,)  Yes, 

child,  I  think  I  did  call.     I  wanted 1  wanted 

u;l.j  J  vow,  child,  you  are-vaftly  handiome. 

I  2  Mifs 
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Mifs    HARDCA  STLE, 
O  la,  Sir,  you'll  make  one  afliam'd, 

M  A  R  L  O  W. 
Never  Taw  a  more  fprightly  malicious  eye.    Yes, 
yes,  my  dear,  1  did   call     Have  you  got   any  of 
your — a — what  d'ye  call  it  in  the  houfe  ?• 
Mifs     HARDCAS.TLE.      \ 
No,  Sir,  we  have  been  out  of  that  thefe  ten  days. * 

;        M  A  R  L  O  m, 
Gne  may  call  in  thb  houfe,  I  find,  to  very  little 
purpofe.     Suppbfe  1  mould  call  for  a  tafte,  juft  by 
way  of  trial,  of  the  nectar  of  your  lips  j  perhaps  I 
might  be  disappointed  iii  that  too. 

Mifs    HARDCASTLE. 
Nectar  1  nectar !   that's  a_  liquor   there's  no  call 
for  in  thefe  parts.    French,  I  fuppoie.    We  keep  no 
French  vvin.es  here.  Sir. 

.     M  A  R  L  O  W.    . 
Of  true  Englifh  growth,  I  affure  you. 

Mifs    HARDCASTLE. 
Then  it's  odd  I  fhould  not  know  it.     We  brew 
all  forts  of  wines  jin  this  houfe,  and  J  have   lived 
here  thefe  eighteen  years. 

MAUD  W. 
Eighteen  years  !    Why  one  would  think,  child,, 
you  kept  the  bar  before  you  were  born.     How  old 
#re  you  ? 

Mifs    HARDCASTLE. 
O  t  Sir,  I  muft  not  tell  my  age.     They  Jay  wo- 
men and  mufic  fhould  never  be  dated. 
M  A  R  L  Q  W. 
To  guefs  at  this  diftance,you  can't  be  much  above 
forty  (approaching.)     Yet  nearer  I  don't  think  lb 
much  (approaching.)  By  coming  clofe  to  fome  wo- 
men they  look  younger  ftill ;  but  when  we  come 
-vsr'y  clole  indeed  (attempting  to  ki/s  her.) 

3  Mifs 
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Mifs    HARDGASTLE, 

Pray,  Sir,  keep  your  diftance.     One  would  think 

you  wanted  to  know  one's  age  as  they  do  horfes,  by 

mark  of  mouth. 

M  A  R  L  O  W. 

I  proteft,  child,  you  ufe  me  extremely  ill.  If  you 
keep  me  at  this  diftance,  how  is  it  poflible  you  and 
I  can  be  ever  acquainted  ? 

.  Mifs    HARDCASTLE. 

And  who  wants  to  be  acquainted  with  you  ?  I 
want  no  fuch  acquaintance,  not  I.  I'm  fure  you  did 
not  treat  Mifs  Hardcaftle  that  was  here  awhile  ago 
in  this  obftropalous  manner.  I'll  warrant  me,  be- 
fore her  you  look'd  dafh'd,  and  kept  bowing  to  the 
ground,  and  talk'd,  for  all  the  world,  as  if  you  was 
before  a  juftice  of  peace. 

M  A  R  L  O  W. 

(AJide.)  Egad!  fhe  has  hit  it,  fure  enough.  (To 
her.)  In  awe  of  her,  child  ?  Ha !  ha  !  ha  !  A  mere, 
aukward,  fquinting  thing,  no,  no.  I  find  you  don't 
.  know  me.  I  laugh'd,  and  rallied  her  a  little ;  but 
I  was.  unwilling  to  be  too  fevere.  No,  I  could  not 
be  too  fevere,  curfe  me  / 

Mifs    HARDCASTLE. 

O  !  then,  Sir,  you  are  a  favourite,  I  find,  among 
the  fadies  ? 

M  A  R  L  O  W. 

Yes,  my  dear,  a  great  favourite.  And  yet,  hang 
me,  I  don't  fee  what  they  find  in  me  to  follow.  At 
the  Ladies  Club  in  town,  I'm  called  their  agreeable 
Rattle.  Rattle,  child,  is  not  my  real  name,  but  one 
I'm  known' by.  My  name  is  Solomons.  Mr.  Solo- 
mons, my  dear,  at- your  fervice.  (Offering  to  falute 
her.) 


Mifs 
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Mifs    HARDCASTLE. 
Hold,  Sir ;  you   were  introducing,  me  to   your 
club,  not  to  yourfelf.     And  you're  fo  great  a  fa- 
vourite there  you  fay  ? 

M  A  R  L  O  W. 
Yes,  my   dear.     There's   Mrs.  Mantrap,  Lady 
ifctetty  Blackleg,  the  Gountefs  of  Sligo,  Mrs.  Lang- 
horns,  old  Mils  Biddy  Buckfkin^  and  your  hum- 
ble fervant,  keep  up  the  fpirit  of  the  place. 
Mifs     HARD  CASTLE. 
Then  it's  a  very  merry  place,  I  fuppofe. 

M  A  R  L  O  W. 
Yes,  as  merry  as  cards,  fuppers,  wine,  and  old 
women  can  make  us. 

Mifs    HARDCASTLE. 
And  their  agreeable  Rattle,  ha  !  ha  !  ha  ! 

M  A  R  L  O  W. 
(4/tde)  Egad !  I  don't  quite  like  this  chit.     She 
k»oks  knowing,  methinks.     You  laugh,  child  i 
Mifs    HARDCASTLE. 
I  can't  but  laugh  to  think  what  time  they  all  have 
for  minding  their  work  or  their  family. 
M  A  R  L  O  W. 
{Aftde)    All's  well,  '  me  don't  laugh  at  me.     (To 
her)  Do  you  ever  work,  child  ? 

Mifs    H  A  RD  CASTLE. 
Ay,  fure.     There's  not  a   fcreen  or  a  quilt  in 
the  whole  houfe  but  what  can  bear  witnefs  to  that. 
M  A  R  L  O  W. 
Odfo  !  Then  you  muftfhew  me  your  embroidery, 
I  embroider  and  draw  patterns  myfelf  a  little.     If 
you  want  a  judge  of  your  work  you  muft  apply  to 
me.  [Seizing  her  hand. 

Mifs    HARDCASTLE. 
Ay,  but  the  colours  don't   look  well  by  candle 
Jrght.  You  mail  fee  all  in  the  morning.   {Struggling. 

MARLOW. 
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And  why  not  now,  my  angel  ?  Such  beauty  fires 

beyond  the  power  of  refiftance. -Pfhaw  !  the 

father  here  !  My  old  luck :  I  never  nick'd  feven 
that  I  did  not  throw  ames  ace  three  times  follow- 
ing. [Exit  Marlow. 

Enter  HARDCASTLE,  who  ftands  in  furprize. 

HARD  CASTLE. 
So,  madam  !  So  I  find  this  is  your  modeft  lover. 
This  is  your  humble  admirer  that  kept  his  eyes 
fixed  on  the  ground,  and  only  ador'd  at  humble 
diftance.  Kate,  Kate,  art  thou  not  afham'd  to  de- 
ceive your  father  fo  ? 

Mifs    HARD  CASTLE. 
Never  truft  me,  dear  papa,  but  he's  ftill  the  mo- 
deft man  I  firfh  took  him   for,  you'll  be   convinced 
of  it  as  well  as  I. 

HARDCASTLE. 
By  the  hand  of  my  body  I  believe  his  impudence 
is  infectious  !  Didn't  I  fee  him  feize  your  hand  ? 
Didn't  I  fee  him  hawl  you  about  like  a  milk  maid? 
and  now  you  talk  of  his  refpecl  and  his  modefty, 
forfooth ! 

Mifs    HARDCASTLE. 
But   if  I  fhortly  convince  you  of  his   modefty, 
that  he  has  only  the   faults  that  will  pals  off  with 
time,  and  the  virtues  that  will  improve  with  age,  I 
hope  you'll  forgive  him. 

HARDCASTLE. 
The  girl  would  actually  make  one  run  mad !  I 
tell  you  I'll  not  be  convinced.  I  am  convinced. 
He  has  fcarcely  been  three  hours  in  the  houfe,  and 
he  has  already  encroached  on  all  my  prerogatives, 
you  may  like  his  impudence,  and  cali  it  modefty. 

But 
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But  my  fon-in-law,  madam,  mult  have  very  diffe- 
rent qualifications. 

Mifs    HARDCASTLE. 
Sir,  I  afk  but  this  night  to  convince  you. 

HARDCASTLE. 
You  mall  not  have  half  the  time,    for  I  have 
thoughts  of  turning  him  out  this  very  hour. 
Mifs    HARDCASTLE. 
Give  me  that  hour  then,  and  I  hope  to  fatisfy 
you. 

HARDCASTLE. 
Well,  an  hour  let  it  be  then.     But  I'll  have  no 
trifling  with  your  father.     All  fair  and  open  do  you 
mind  me. 

Mifs    HARDCASTLE. 
I  hope,  Sir,  you  have  ever  found  that  I  confl- 
dered  your  commands  as  my  pride ;  for  your  kind- 
nefs  is  fuch,  that  my  duty  as  yet  has  been  inclina- 
tion, [Exeunt, 


End  of -Third  Act, 


ACT 
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ACT        IV. 


Enter  HASTINGS  arid   Mifs  NEVILLE. 

HASTINGS. 

YOU  furprife  me  !   Sir  Charles  MarloW  expected 
here  this  night  ?    Where  have  you  had  your 
information  ? 

Mifs    NEVILLE. 
You  may  depend  upon  it.     I  juft  faw  his  letter 
to  Mr.  Hardcaille,  in  which  he  tells  him  he  intends 
letting  out  a  few  hours  after  his  fom 
HASTINGS. 
Then,  my  Conftance,  all  muft  be  completed  be- 
fore he  arrives.     He  knows  me ;  and  mould  he  find 
me  here,  would  difcover  my  name,  and  perhaps  my 
defigns,-  to  the  reft  of  the  family. . . 

Mifs    NEVILLE. 
The  jewels,  I  hope,  are  fafe. 

HASTINGS. 

Yes,  yes.     I  have  fent  them  to   Marlow,  who 

keeps  the  keys  of  our  baggage.     In  the  meantime, 

I'll   go  to  prepare  matters  for  our  elopement.     I 

have  had  the  Squire's  promife  of  a  freih  pair  of 

horfes  °,    and,  if  I  lhould  not  fee  him  again,   will 

write  him  further  directions.  [Exit. 

Mifs    NEVILLE. 

Well !    fuccefs  attend  you.     In  the  meantime, 

I'll  go  amufe  my  aunt  with  the  old  pretence  of  a 

violent  paffion  for  my  coufm.  [Exit, 

K  Enter 
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Enter  MAR  LOW,  followed  by  a  Servant. 

.  .M  A  R  L  O  W. 
I  wonder  what  Haftings  could  mean  by  fending 
mefo  valuable  a  thing  as  a  cafket  to  keep  for  him, 
when  he  knows  the  only  place  I  have  is  the  feat  of 
a  poft-coach  at  an  Inn-door.     Have  you  depofited 
the  cafket  with  the  landlady,  as  I  ordered  you  ? 
Have  you  put  it  into  her  own  hands  ? 
SERVANT. 
Yes,  your  honour. 

MA  R  L  O  W. 
She  faid  fhe'd  keep  it  fafe,  did  fhe  ? 

SERVANT. 
Yes,  me  faid  fhe'd  keep  it  fafe  enough  ;  fhe  afk'd 
me  how  I  came  by  it  ?  and  fhe  faid  fhe  had  a  great 
mind  to  make  me  give  an  account  of  myfelf. 

[Exit  Servant. 
M  A  R  L  O  W. 
Ha !  ha !  ha  !  They're  fafe  however.  What 
an  unaccountable  kt  of  beings  have  we  got 
amongft  \  This  little  bar-maid  though  runs  in  my 
head  moft  ftrangely,  and  drives  out  the  abfurdities 
of  all  the  reft  of  the  family.  She's  mine,  fhe  muft 
be  mine,  or  I'm  greatly  miftaken. 

Enter     rTASTINGS. 

HASTINGS. 
Blefs  me !    I  quite  forgot  to  tell  her  that  I  in- 
tended to  prepare   at  the    bottom  of  the  garden-, 
Mario  w  here,  and  in  fpirits  too  ! 

M  A  R  L  O  W. 
Give  me  joy,  George  !    Crown  me,  fhadow .  me 
with  laurels  !    Well,  George,  after  all,  we  modefl 
fellows  don't  want  for  fuccefs  among  the  women. 

HAST- 
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HASTINGS. 
Some  women  you  mean.     But  what  fuccefs  has 
your  honour's  modefty  been  crowned  with  now,  that 
it  grows  fo  infolent  upon  us  ? 

M  A  R  L  O  W. 
Didn't  you  fee  the  tempting,  brifk,  lovely,  little 
thing  that  runs  about  the  houfe  with   a  bunch  of 
keys  to  its  girdle  ? 

HASTINGS. 
Well !  and  what  then  ? 

M  A  R  L  O  W. 
She's   mine,   you  rogue  you.     Such  fire,  fuch 
motion,   fuch   eyes,  fuch  lips-- — —but,  egad  !  fhe 
would  not  let  me  kifs  them  though. 
HAST  IN  G  S. 
But  are  you  fo  fure,  fo  very  fure  of  her?         - ., 

M  A  R  L  O  W. 
Why  man,  fhe  talk'd  of  fhewing  me  her  work 
above-Hairs,  and  I  am  to  improve  the  pattern. 
HA  S  T  I  N  G  S." 
But  how  can  you,  Charles,  go  about  to  r.ob  a 
woman  of  her  honour  ? 

M  A  R  L  O  W. 
Pihaw!  pihaw  !  we  all  know  the  honour  of  the 
bar-maid  of  an  inn.     I  don't  intend  to  rob  her,  take 
my  word  for  it,  there's  nothing  in  this  houfe,  I 
fhan't  honeitly  pay  for. 

HASTINGS. 
I  believe  the  girl  has  virtue. 

MA1L.OW, 
And  if  fhe  has,  I  fhould  be  the  laft  man  in  the 
world  that  would  attempt  to  corrupt  it. 
HASTINGS- 
You  have  taken  care,  I  hope,  of  the  caiket  I  fent 
vou  to  Jock  up  ?     It's  in  fafety  ? 

K  I  M  A  R~ 
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MARL  O  W. 

'  Yes,  yes.     It's  fate  enough.     I  have  taken  care 

of  it.     But  how  could  you  think  the  feat  of  a  poft- 

coach  at  an  Inn-door  a  place  of  fafety  ?  Ah  !  numb- 

fkull !  I  have  taken  better  precautions  for  you  than 

you  did  for  you/felf. 1  have 

HASTINGS. 
What  ! 

M  A  R  L  O  W. 
I  have  fent  it  to  the  landlady  to  keep  for  you. 

HASTING  S. 
To  the  landlady  \ 

M  A  R  L  O  W. 
*Jhe  landlady. ' 

HASTINGS. 
You  did. 

M  A  R  L'O  W. 
•  I  did.  She's  to  be  anfwerable  for  its  f6rt'h-coming? 
you  know. 

HASTINGS. 
•    Yes,  (he'll  bring  it  forth,  with  a  witnefs. 
M  A  R  L  O  W. 
Wasn't  I  right?    I  believe  ybu'll  allow  that  I 
a6ted  prudently" upon  this  occafioh  ? 
HASTINGS. 
(Jjide.)    He  mull  not  fee  my  uneafinels. 

M  A  R  L  O  W. 
You  feem  a  little  difconcerted  though,  methinks. 
Sure  nothing  has  happened  ? 

HASTINGS. 
No,  nothing.     Never  was  in  better  fpirits  in  all 
tny  life.     And  fo  you  left  it  with  the  landlady,  who, 
jio  doubt,  verv  rr  mtif  undertook  the  charge  ? 

MAR? 
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MA  R  L  O  W. 
Rather  too  readily.     For  fhe  not  only  kept  the 
cafket  •,   but,  thro'  her  great  precaution,  was  going 
to  keep  the  meffenger  too.     Ha  !  ha  !  ha ! 
HASTINGS. 
He  !  he  !  he  !     They're  fafe  however. 

M  A  R  L  O  W. 
As  a  guinea  in  a  mifer's  purfe. 

HASTINGS. 
(dfide.)    So  now  all  hopes  of  fortune  are  af  an  - 
end,  and  we  muft  fet  off  without   it.     (To  him.) 
Well,  Charles,  I'll  leave  you  to  your  meditations 
on  the  pretty  bar-maid,  and,  he !  he  1  he  !  may 'you 
be  as  fuccefsful  for  yourfelf  as  you  have  been  for' 
me.  {Exit. 

M  A  R  L  O  W. 
'  Thank  ye,  George !  I  afk  no  more.  Ha !  ha  t  ha ! 

Enter      HARDCAST  LE. 

HARDCASTLE. 
I  no  longer  know  my  own  houfe.  It's  turned  all 
topfey-turyey.  His  fervants  have  got  drunk  already. 
I'll  bear  it  no  longer,  and  yet,  from  my  refpect  for 
his  father,  I'll  be  calm.  (To  him.)  Mr.  Marlow, 
your  fervant.     I'm  your  very  humble  fervant. 

"       (bowing  low. 
MARLOW. 
-    Sir,   your  humble  fervant.     (Afide.)    What's  to 
be  the  wonder  now  ?  . 

HARDCASTLE. 
I  believe,  Sir,  you  muft  be  fenfible,  Sir,  that  no 
man  alive  ought  to  be   more  welcome   than  your 
father's  Ion,  Sir.  .  I  hope  yd<fc  think  fo  ? 


MAR- 
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MA  R  L  O  W. 
I  do  from  my  foul,  Sir.     I  don't  want  much  in- 
treaty.     I  generally  make  my  father's,  fon  welcome 
wherever  he  goes. 

HARDCASTLE. 
I  believe  you  do,  from  my  foul,  Sin  ;But  tho'  I 
fay  nothing  to  your  own  conduct,  that  of  your  Ser- 
vants is  infufferable.  Their  manner  of  drinking  is 
fetting  a  very  bad  example  in  this  houfe,  I  affure 
you.     , 

M  A  R  L  O  W. 
I  proteft,  my  very  good  Sir,  that's  no  fault  of 
mine.     If  they  don't  drink  as  they  Ought  they  are 
to  blame.     I  ordered  them  not  to  fpare  the  cellar. 
I  did,  I  affure  yon.     (To  the  fide  fcene.)  Here,  let 
one  of  my  fervants  come  up.    (To  him.)    My  posi- 
tive directions  were,  that  as  I  did  not  drink  myielf, 
they  mould  make  up  for  my  deficiencies  below. 
;    .        H  ARDCAS  T  L  E. 
Then  they  had  your  orders  for  what  tfcey  do  ! 
I'm  fatisfted  I 

MARtOW. 
They*  had,  I  aifure.     You  mall  hear  from  one 
of  them  felves, 

.  -Enter      S  E  R.  V  A  N  T;     drunk. 

M  A  R  L  O  W. 
You,  -Jeremy  !.     Come  forward,  firrah  !     What 
were  my  orders  ?  Were  you  not  told  to  drink  freely, 
and  call  for  what'  yoxi  thought  fit,  for  the  good  of 
the  houfe  ? 

H  A  R  D  C  A  S  T  L  E. 
(Sljide.)     I  begin  to/  lole  my  patience. 

J  E  R  E  M  Y. 
Pleafe  your  honour,  liberty  and  Fleet-ftreet  for 
ever  1    Tho'  I'm  but  a  fervant,  I'm  as  good  as  an- 
i  other 
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other  man.  I'll  drink  for  no  man  before  fupper, 
Sir,  dammy  !  Good  liquor  will  fit  upon  a  good 
fupper,  but  a  good  fupper  will  not  fit  upon — — 
hiccup upon  my  confcience,  Sir.  . 

M  A  R  L  O  W. 

You  fee,  my  old  friend,  the  fellow  is  as  drunk  as 
he  can  poffibly  be.  I  don't  know  what  you'd  have 
more,  unlefs  you'd  have  the  poor  devil  foufed  in  a 
beer-barrel. 

HARDCASTLE. 
Zounds !  He'll  drive  me  diftradted  if  I  contain 
myfelf  any  longer.  Mr.  Marlow.  Sir  ;  I  have 
fubmitted  to  your  infolence  for  more  than  four  hours, 
and  I  fee  no  likelihood  of  its  coming  to  an  end.  I'm 
now  refolved  to  be  matter  here,  Sir,  and  I  defire  that 
you  and  your  drunken  pack  may  leave  my  houfe 
directly. 

M  A  R  I   O  W. 

Leave  your  houfe  ! -Sure  you  jeft,  my  good 

friend  ?  What,  when  I'm  doing  what  I  can  to  pleafe 
you. 

HARDCASTLE. 
I  tell  you,  Sir,  you  don't  pleafe  me  5  fir  1  defire 
you'll  leave  my  houfe. 

MA  R  L  O  W. 
Sure  you  cannot  be  ferious  ?  At  this  time  o'night, 
and  fuch  a  night.  You  only  mean  to  banter  me  ? 
HARDCASTLE. 
I  tell  you,  Sir,   I'm  ferious;  and,  now  that  my 
pafllons  are  rouzed,  1  fay  this  houfe  is  mine,  Sir; 
this  houfe  is  mine,  and  I  command  you  to  leave  k 
directly. 

MARLOW. 

Ha !  ha !  ha  !     A  puddleMn  a  ftorm.     I  fhan't 

ftir  a  ftep,  I  afTure  you.    (In  a  ferious  tone.)     This, 

your  houfe,  fellow  !    >Jt*s  my  houfe.    This. is  my 

H    '.  .  houfe. 
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houfe.  Mine,  while  I  chufe  to  flay.  What  right 
have  you  to  bid  me  leave  this  houfe,  Sir  ?  I  never 
met  with  fuch  impudence,  curfe  me,  never  in  my 
whole  life  before. 

HARDCASTLE. 
Nor  I,  confound  me  if  ever  I  did.  To  come  to 
my  houfe,  to  call  for  what  he  likes,  to  turn  me  out 
of  my  own  chair,  to  infult.jthe  family,  to  order  his 
fervants  to  get  drunk,  and  then  to  tell  me  This  houje 
is  mine >  Sir.  By  all  that's  impudent  it  makes  me 
laugh.  Ha!  ha!  ha!  Pray,  Sir,  {bantering.) 
as  you  take  the  houfe,  what  think  you  of  taking 
the  reft  of  the  furniture  ?  There's  a  pair  of  filver 
candlefticks,  and  there's  a  lire-fcreen,  and  here's  a 
pair  of  brazen  nofed  bellows,  perhaps  you  may  take 
a  faftcy  to  them  ? 

MAR  L  O  W. 
Bring  me  your  bill,  Sir,  bring  me  your  bill,  and 
let's  make  no  more  words  about  it. 

HARDCASTLE. 
There  are  a  fet  of  prints  too.    Wl^at  think  you 
of  the  rake's  progress  for  your  own  apartment  ? 
M  A  R  L  O  W. 
Bring  me  your  bill,  I  fay  ;  and  I'll  leave  you  and 
your  infernal  houfe  direct ly. 

HARDCASTLE. 
Then  there's  a  mahogony  table,  that  you  may  fee 
your  own  face  in. 

M  A  R  LO  W. 
My  .bill,  I  fay. 

HARDCASTLE. 
I  had  forgot  the  great  chair,  for  -your  own  parti- 
cular {lumbers,  after  u  hearty  meal. 
M  A  R  L  O  W.    ' 
Zounds  1  bring  me  my  bill,  I  fay,  and  let's  hear 
no  morcon'c.       ,       i  i*i\ 

HARD- 
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HARDCASTLE. 

Young  man,  young  man,  from  your  father's 
letter  to  me,  I  was  taught  to  expect  a  well-bred 
modeft  man,  as  a  vifitor  here,  but  now  I  find 
him  no  better  than  a  coxcomb  and  a  bully  ;  but 
he  will   be  down  here  prefently,  and  fhall  hear 

more  of  it.  [Exit* 

M  A  R  L  O  W. 
How's  this !  Sure  I  have  not  miftaken  the 
houfe  !  Every  thing  looks  like  an  inn.  The  fer- 
vants  cry,  coming.  The  attendance  is  aukward  ; 
the  bar-maid  too  to  attend  us  But  fhe's  here,  and 
will  further  inform  me.  Whither  fo  fafi:,  child. 
A  word  with  you. 

Enter  Mifs  HARDCASTLE. 

Mifs    HARDCASTLE. 
-Let  it  be  fhort  then.     I'm  in  a  hurry.  (AJide.) 
(1  believe  he  begins  to  find  out  his  miftake,  but 
its  too  foon  quite  to  undeceive  him.) 
M  A  R  L  O  W. 
Pray,  child,  anfvver  me  one  queftion.     What 
ace  you,  and   what   may   your   buiinefs  in   this 
houfe  be  ? 

Mifs    HARDCASTLE. 
A  relation  of  the  family,  Sir. 

M  A  R  L  Q  W. 
What.     A  poor  relation  ? 

Mifs    HARDCASTLE. 
Yes,  Sir.    A  poor  relation  appointed  to  keep 
the  keys,  and  to  fee  that  the  guefts  want  nothing 
in  my  power  to  give  them. 

M  A  R  L  O  W. 
That  is,  you  act  as  the  bar-maid  of  this  inn. 

L  Mifs 
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Mifs    HARDCASTLE. 
Inn.     O    law— What   brought    that  in  your- 
head.      One  of  the  bed  families  in  the  county 
keep  an  inn.    Ha !  ha !  ha  \  Old  Mr.  Hardcaftle's 
houfe  an  inn. 

M  A  R  L  O  W. 
Mr.  Hardcaftle's  houfe  !  Is  this  houfe  Mr.  Hard- 
caflle's  houfe,  child  ! 

"  Mifs    HARDCASTLE. 
Ay,  fure.     Whofe  elfe  mould  it  be. 

M  A  R  L  O  W. 
So  then  all's  out,  and  I  have  been  damnably 
impofed  on.      O,  confound  my  ftupid  head,   1 
fhall  be  laugh'd  at  over  the  whole  town.     I  mail 
be  ftuck  up  in  caricatura  in  all  the  print-mops. 
The  Dullifflmo  Maccaroni.     To  miftake  this  houfe 
of  all  others  for  an  inn,  and  my  father's  old  friend 
for  an  innkeeper.     What  a  fwaggering  puppy 
muft  he  take  me  for.     What  a  filly  puppy  do  I 
find  myfelf.     There  again,  may  I  be  hanged,  my 
dear,  but  I  miftook  you  for  the  bar-maid. 
Mifs    HARDCASTLE. 
Dear  me !  dear  me  !  I'm  fure  there's  nothing  in 
my  bebavow  to  put  me  upon  a  level  with  one  of* 
that  llamp.. 

MAHQ  W. 
Nothing,  my  dear,  nothing.     But  I  was  in  for 
a  lift  of  blunders,  and  could  not  help  making  you 
a  fubfct iber.     My  ftupidity  faw  every  thing  the 
wrong  way.     I  miftoo'k  your  affiduity  for  arjur- 
ance,  and  your  fimplicity  for  allurement.     But  its 
over — This  houfe  I  no  more  fhew  my  face  in. 
Mifs    HARDCASTLE. 
I  hope,  Sir,  1  have  done  nothing  to  difoblige 
you.     I'm  fure  I  mould  be  forry  to  affront  any 
gentleman  who  has  been  fo  polite3  and  laid  fo  ma- 


THE  MISTAKES  OF  A  NlGHf .      83 

tiy  civil  things  to  me.  I'm  fure  I  mould  be  forry 
{pretending  to  cry)  if  he  left  the  family  upon  my 
account.  I'm  fure  I  mould  be  forry,  people  faid 
any  thing  amifs,  fmce  I  have  no  fortune  but  my 
Character. 

M  A  R  L  O  W. 

[A fide. 1  By  heaven,  (he  weeps.  This  is  the 
firft  mark  of  tendernefs  I  ever  had  from  a  mc- 
deft  woman,  and  it  touches  me ;  {to  her)  Ex- 
fcufe  me,  my  lovely  girl,  you  are  the  only  part  of 
the  family  I  leave  with  reluctance.  But  to  be 
plain  with  you,  the  difference  of  our  birth,  for- 
tune and  education,  make  an  honourable  connexi- 
on impoffible  ;  and  I  can  never  harbour  a  thought 
bf  feducing  fimplicity  that  trufted  in  my  honour* 
©r  bringing  ruin  upon  one,  whofe  only  fault  was 
being  too  lovely. 

Mifs    HARDCASTLE. 

[dfide].  Generous  man.  I  now  begin  to  admire 
Kim.  (to  him)  But  I'm  fure  my  family  is  as  good 
as  mifs  Hardcaftle's,  and  though  I'm  poor,  that's 
no  great  misfortune  to  a  contented  mind,  and, 
until  this  moment,  I  never  thought  that  it  was 
bad  to  want  fortune. 

M  A  R  L  O  W. 
And  why  now,  my  pretty  fimplicity. 
Mifs    HARDCASTLE. 
Becaufe  it  puts  me  at  a  diftance  from  One,  that 
if  I  had  a  thoufand  pound  I  would  give  it  all  to. 
M  A  R  L  O  W,  - 
[Afide.]  This  fimplicity  bewitches  me,  fo  that  if 
I  flay  I'm  undone.     I  mud  make  one  bold  effort, 
and  leave  her.  [to  her)    Your  partiality  in  my  fa- 
vour, my  dear,  touches   me   molt  fenfibly,  and 
L  2  were 
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were  I  to  live  for  myfelf  alone,  I  could  eafily  fix 
my  choice.  But  I  owe  too  much  to  the  opinion 
of  the  world,  too  much  to  the  authority  of  a  fa- 
ther, fo  that — I  can  fcarcely  fpeak  it — it  affects 
me.     Farewell.  [Exit. 

Mifs  HARDCASTLE. 
I  never  knew  half  his  merit  till  now.  He  mail 
not  go,  if  I  have  power  or  art  to  detain  him.  I'll 
it  ill  preferve  the  chara6ter  in  which  I  ftoop'd  to  con- 
quer, but  will  undeceive  my  papa,  who,  perhaps., 
may  laugh  him  out  of  his  refolution.  [Exit, 

Enter    TONY,    Mifs   NEVILLE/    ± 

TONY. 

Ay,  you  may  ileal  for  yourfelves  the  next  tinted 
I  have  done  my  duty.  She  has  got  the  jewels 
again,  that's  a  fare  thing  •,  but  fhe  believes  it  was 
all  a  miitake  of  the  fervants. 

Mifs    NEVILLE. 

But,  my  dear  coulin,  fure  you  won't  forfake  us 
in  this  diftrefs.  If  me  in  the  leaft  fufpects  that  I 
am  going  off,  I  fhall  certainly  be  locked  up,  or 
fent  to  my  aunt  Pedigree's,  which  is  ten  times 
worfe. 

TONY. 

To  be  fure,  aunts  of  all  kinds  are  damn'd  bad 
things.  But  what  can  I  do  f  I  have  got  you  a 
pair  of  horfes  that  will  fly  like  Whiftlejacket,  and 
I'm  fure  you  can't  fay  but  I  have  courted  you 
nicely  before  her  face.  Here  fhe  comes,  we  mud 
court  a  bit  or  two  more,  for  fear  fhe  fhould 
fufped  us, 

[They-  retire,  and  feem  to  f on  die. 

!En$m 
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Enter  Mrs.  HARDCASTLE. 

Mrs.  HARDCASTLE. 
Well,  I  was  greatly  fluttered,  to  be  fure.     But 
my  fori  tells  me  it  was  all  a  miftake  of  the  fer- 
"  vants.     I  fhan't  be  eafy,  however,    till  they  are 
fairly  married,  and  then  let  her  keep  her  own 
fortune.     But  what  do  I  fee  !    Fondling  together, 
as  I'm  alive.     I  never  faw  Tony  fo  fprighdy  be- 
fore.    Ah  !  have  I  caught  you,  my  pretty  doves  ! 
"What,  billing,    exchanging  ftolen  glances,    and 
.  broken  murmurs.    Ah  ! 

TONY. 
As  for  murmurs,   mother,  we  grumble  a  little 
now  and  then,  to  be  fure.     But  there's  no  love 
loft  between  us. 

Mrs.  HARDCASTLE. 
A  mere  fprinkling,  Tony,  upon  the  flame,  only 
to  make  it  burn  brighter. 

Mifs    NEVILLE. 
Coufin  Tony  promifes  to  give  us  more  of  his 
company  at  home.    Indeed,  he  fhan't  leave  us  any 
more,     it  won't  leave  us  coulin  Tony,  will  it? 
TONY. 
O !  it's  a  pretty  creature.     No,  I'd  fooner  leave 
my  horfe  in  a  pound,  than  leave  you  when  you  fmile 
upon  one  fo.     Your  laugh  makes  you  fo  becom- 
ing. 

Mifs   NEVILLE. 

Agreeable  coufin  !  Who  can  help  admiring  that 

natural    humour,     that    pleafant,     broad,    red, 

fihoughtiefs,  {patting  his  cheek)  ah !  it's  a  bold  face. 

Mrs.  HARDCASTLE. 

Pretty  innocence.  '   , 

TONY. 
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TONY. 

I'm  fure.I  always  lov'd  coufin  Con's  hazle 
eyes,  and  her  pretty  long  fingers,  that  fhe  twifts 
this  way  and  that,  over  the  haipichalls,  like  a  par^ 
eel  of  bobbins. 

Mrs.  HARDCASTLE. 

Ah,  he  would  charm  the  bird  from  the  tree.  I 
was  never  fo  happy  before.  My  boy  takds  after 
his  father,  poor  Mr.  Lumpkin,  exactly.  The 
jewels,  my  dear  Con,  fhall  be  your's  incontinent- 
ly. You  fhall  have  them.  Isn't  he  a  fweet  boy5 
my  dear  ?  You  fhall  be  married  to-morrow,  and 
we'll  put  off  the  reft  of  his  education,  like  Dr, 
Drowfy's  fermons,  to  a  fitter  opportunity. 

Enter  D  I  G  G  O  R  Y, 

DIGGORY. 
Where's  the  Squire  ?    I  have  got  a  letter  £o£ 
your  worfhip. 

TONY. 
Give  it  to  my  mamma.     She  reads  all  my  let-* 
ters  firft. 

DIGGORY. 
I  had  orders  to  deliver  it  into  your  own  hands. 

TONY. 
Who  does  it  come  from  ? 

DIGGORY. 
Your  worfhip  mun  afk  that  o'  the  letter  itfelf. 

TONY. 
I  could,  wifli  to  know,  tho'  [turning  the  letter* 
and  gazing  on  it.'] 

Mifs  N  E  V  I  L  L  E„ 
[A/ide.]    Undone,    undone.     A  letter  to  him 
from  Haftings.     I  know  the  hand.     If  my  aunt 
fees  it,  we  are  ruined  for  ever.     I'll  keep  her  em- 

ploy'd 


THE  MISTAKES  OF  A  NIGHT.*      $7 

pioy'd  a  little  if  I  can.  [To  Mrs.  Hardcajlk.]  Bue 
I  have  not  told  you,  Madam,  of  my  cou fin's  fmatt 
anfwer  juft  now  to  Mr.  Mario w.  We  fo  laugh'd 
? — You  mud  know,  Madam — this  way  a  little,  for 
he  mud  not  hear  us.  [They  confer*. 

TONY. 

[Still  gazing.]  A  damn'd  cramp  piece  of  pen- 
rnanfhip,  as  ever  I  faw  in  my  life.  J  can  read  your 
print  hand  very  well.  Bat  here  there  are  fuch 
handles,  and  fhanks,  and  dafhss,  that  one  can 
fcarce  tell  the  head  from  the  tail.  To  Anthony 
Lumpkin^  Efquire.  It's  very  odd,  I  can  read  the 
outfide  of  my  letters,  where  my  own  name  is,  well 
enough.  But  when  I  come  to  open  it,  it's  all — e- 
buzz.  That's  hard,  very  hard  ,  for  the  infide  of 
the  letter  is  always  the  cream  of  the  correfpon- 
dence 

Mrs.  HARDCASTLE. 

Ha,  ha,  ha.     Very  well.     Very  well.     And  fa 
my  fori  was  too  hard  for  the  philolbpher. 
Mifs  NEVILLE. 

Yes,  Madam;    but  you   mud   hear   the   red. 
Madam.     A  little  more  this  way,  or  he  may  hear 
ys.     You'll  hear  how  he  puzzled  him  again. 
Mrs.  HARDCASTLE. 

He  feems  ftrangely  puzzled  now  himfelf,  me- 
nhir] ks. 

TONY. 

[Still gazing.]  A  damn'd  up  and  down  hand,  as 
if  it  was  difguifed  in  liquor.  [Reading,  j  jpte&r  Sir. 
Ay,  that's  that.  Then  there's  an  Af,  and  a  T, 
and  an  5,  but  whether  the  next  be  an  izzard  or  an 
$,  confound  me,  I  cannot  tell. 

Mrs.  HARDCASTLE. 

What's  thatj  my  dear.  Can  1  give  you  any 
affidance  ? 

Mifs 
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Mifs  N  E  V  1  L  L  E. 
Pray,  aunt,  let  me  read  it.     No  body  reads  a 
cramp  hand  better  than  I.  (twitching  the  letter  from 
her.)     Do  you  know  who  it  is  from  ? 
TONY. 
Can't  tell,  except  from  Dick  Ginger  the  feeder  J 

Mifs  NEVILLE. 
Ay,  fo  it  is,    [pretending  to  read)  Dear  Squire, 
Hoping  that  you're  in  health,  as  I  am  at  this  prefent. 
The  gentlemen  of  the  Shake-bag  club  has  cut  the 
gentlemen  of  goofe-green  quite  out  of  feather;  The 
odds— um — odd  battle — urn — long  righting — um 
here,  here,  it's  all  about  cocks,  and  righting ;  it's, 
of  no  confequence,  here,  put  it  up,  put  it  up, 
[thmfiing  the  crumpled  letter  upon  him* 
TONY. 
But  I  tell  you,  Mifs,  it's  of  all  the  confequence 
in  the  world.     I  would  not  lofe  the  reft  of  it  for  a 
guinea.     Here,  mother,  do  you  make  it  out.    Of 
no  confequence  !   {giving  Mrs.  Hardcajlle  the  letter* 
Mrs.  HARDCASTLE. 
How's  this,  (reads)  Dear  Squire,  Fm  now  wait- 
ing for  Mifs  Neville,  with  a  poft-chaife  and  pair, 
at  the  bottom  of  the  garden,  but  I  find  my  horfe$ 
yet  unable  to  perform  the  journey.    1  expect  you'll 
arTift  us  with  a  pair  of  frefh  horfes,  as  you  pro- 
mifed,    Difpatch  is  neceffary,  as  the  hag  fay  th© 
hag)  your  mother  will  otherwife  fufpect  us.  Your's3 
Haftings.  Grant  me  patience,  I  fhailrun  difkadl- 
ed.     My  rage  choaks  me. 

Mifs  NEVILLE. 
I  hope,  Madam,  you'll  fufpend  your  refentment 
for  a  few  moments,  and  not  impute  to  me  any  iro«. 
pertinence,  or  liniller  defign  that  belongs  to  ano- 
ther. 

Mm 
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Mrs.  HARDCASTLE. 

{Curtefying  very  low.).  Fine  fpoken,  Madam,' 
you  are  moft  miraculoufly  polite  and  engaging., 
and  quite  the  very  pink  of  curtefy  and  circumfpec- 
tion,  Madam.  {Changing  her  tone.)  And  you, 
you  great  ill-fafhioned  oaf,  with  fcarce  fenfe 
enough  to  keep  your  mouth  Ihut.  Were  you  too 
join'd  againft  me  ?  But  I'll  defeat  all  your  plots  in 
a  moment.  As  for  you,  Madam,  fince  you  have 
got  a  pair  of  frefh  horfes  ready,  it  would  be  cruel 
to  difappoint  them.  So,  if  you  pleafe,  inftead  of 
running  away  with  your  fpark,  prepare,  this  very 
moment,  to  run  off  with  me.  Your  old  aunt  Pe- 
digree will  keep  you  fecure,  I'll  warrant  me. 
You  too,  Sir,  may  mount  your  horfe,  and  guard 
us  upon  the  way.  Here,  Thomas,  Roger,  Dig- 
gory,  I'll  fhew  you,  that  I  wifli  you  better  than 
you  do  yourfelves.  [£#//. 

Mifs  N  E  V  I  L  L  E. 
So  now  I'm  completely  ruined. 

TONY. 
Ay,  that's  a  fure  thing. 

Mifs  N  E  V  I  L  L  E. 
What  better  could  be  expected  from  being  con- 
nected with  fuch  a  ftupid  fool,  and  after  all  the 
nods  and  figns  I  made  him. 

TONY. 
By  the  laws,  Mifs,  it  was  your  own  clevernefs, 
and  not  my  ftupidity,  that  did  your  bufinefs.  You 
were  fo  nice  and  lo  bufy  with  your  Shake-bags 
and  Goofe-greens,  that  I  thought  you  could  never 
be  making  believe. 

M  Enter 
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Enter    HASTINGS. 

H  A  S  T  I  N  G  S. 
So,  Sir,  I  find   by  my  fervant,   that  you   have 
fhewn  my  letter,  and  betrayed  us.     Was  this  well- 
done,  youna;  gentleman. 

.  TONY. 

Here's  another.     Afk  Mifs  there  who  betray 'd 
you.     Eeod,  it  was  her  doing,  not  mine. 

Enter    M  A  R  L  O  W. 

M  A  R  L  O  W. 
So  I  have  been   finely  ufed   here  among  you; 
Rendered  contemptible,  driven  into  ill  manners^ 
defpifed,  ihfultedj  laugh'd  at. 
TON  Y. . 
Here's  another.     We  mall   have   old  Bedlam 
broke  loofe  prefendy. 

Mifs  NEVILLE. 
And  there,  Sir,  is  the  gentleman  to  whom  wo 
all  owe  every  obligation. 

MARL  O  W. 
What  can  I  fay  to  him,  a  mere  boy,  an  ideot* 
whole  ignorance  and  age  are  a  protection. 
HAS.  T  I  N  G  S. 
A  poor  contemptible  booby,  that  would  but 
difgrace  correction. 

Mifs  NEVILLE. 
Yet  with  canning  and  malice  enough  to  mak$ 
himfelf  merry  with  all  our  embarraffments. 
HASTINGS, 
An  infenfible  cub. 

M  A  R  L  O  W, 
,    Replete  with  tricks  and  mifchief, 

TONTi 
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TONY. 
Baw  !  damme,  but  I'll  fight  you  both  one  after 
the  other, — •■—with  bafkets. 

M  A  R  L  O  W. 
As  for  him,  he's  below  refentment.     But  your 
conduct,  Mr.  Hafiings,  requires   an  explanation. 
You  knew  of  my  miftakes,  yet  would  not  unde- 
ceive me. 

HASTINGS. 
Tortured  as  I  am   with    my  own   difappoint- 
ments,  is  this  a  time  for  explanations.     It  is  not 
friendly,  Mr.  Marlow. 

M  A  R  L  O  W. 
But,  Sir. 

Mifs    NEVILLE. 
Mr.  Marlow,  we  never  kept  on   your  miftake> 
till  it  was  too  late  to  undeceive  you.  Be  pacified. 

Enter     SERVANT. 
SERVANT. 

My  miftrefs  defires  you'll  get  ready  immediate- 
ly, Madam.     The  horfes  are  putting  to.     Your 
hat  and  things  are  in  the  next  room.      We  are  to 
go  thirty  miles  before  morning.         [Exit  fervarJ. 
Mifs   NEVILLE. 
"Well,  well;  I'll  come  prefcntly. 

MARLOW. 
[To  Haftittjs.']  Was  it   well  done,  Sir,  to  afiift 
in  rendering  me  ridiculous.     To  hang  me  out  for 
the  fcorn  of  all  my  acquaintance.     Depend  upon 
it,  Sir,  I  mail  expect  an  explanation. 
HASTINGS. 
Was  it  well  done,  Sir,  if  you're  upon  that  fub- 
ject,  to  deliver  what  I   cntrufted  to  yourfelf,  to 
the  care  of  another,  Sir. 

M  2  Mifs 
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Mifs   NEVILLE. 
Mr.  Haftings.     Mr.  Marlow.     Why  will  you 
increafc  my  diftrefs  by  this  groundlefs  difputc.     I 
implore,  I  intreat  you 

Enter    SERVANT. 
SERVANT. 
Your  cloak,    Madam.      My   miftrefs   is  im« 
patient. 

Mifs  NEVILLE. 
I  come.     Pray  be  pacified.    If  I  leave  you  thus, 
I  ihall  die  with  apprehenfion. 

Enter    SERVANT. 
SERVANT. 
Your  fan,  muff,  and  gloves,  Madam.      The 
horfes  are  waiting. 

Mifs   NEVILLE. 
O,  Mr.  Marlow ;  if  you  knew  what  a  fcene  of 
conftraint  and  ill-nature  lies  before  me,  I'm  fare  it 
would  convert  your  refentment  into  pity. 
MARLOW. 
Pm  fo  diffracted  with  a  variety  of  pafilons,  that 
I  don't  know  what  I  do.      Forgive  me,  Madam. 
George,  forgive  me.      You  know  my  hafty  tem- 
per, and  fhould  not  exafperate  it. 

HASTINGS. 
The  torture  of  my  fituation  is  my  only  excufe. 

Mifs    NEVILLE. 
Well,    my  dear  Kaftings,    if   you   have  that 
efteem  for  me  that  I  think,  that   1  am  lure   you 
have,  your  conftancy  for  three  years  will  but  en- 
creafe  the  happinefs  of  our  future  connexion.     If. 
Mrs.    HARDCASTLE. 
\tVitbin.~\  Mifs  Neville.    Conftance,  why  Con- 
ftance, I  fay.  Mifs 
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Mifs    NEVILLE. 
I'm   coming.      Well,  conftancy.     Remember, 
conftancy  is  the  word.  [Exit. 

HASTINGS. 
My  heart.     How  can  I  fupport  this.     To  be  fo 
near  happinefs,    and  fuch  happinefs. 
M  A  R  L  O  W. 
[To  Tony.]  You  fee  now,  young  gentleman,  the 
effects  of  your  folly.     What  might  be  amufemen?: 
to  you,  isheredifappointment,  and  even  diftrefs. 
T  O  N  Y. 
[From  a  reverie.]  Ecod,  I  have  hit  it.    Its  here. 
Your  hands.     Yours  and  yours,  my  poor  Sulky. 
My  boots  there,  ho.     Meet  me  two  hours  hence 
at  the   bottom  of  the  garden  -,  and   if  you   don't 
find  Tony  Lumpkin  a  more  good-natur'd  fellow 
than  you  thought  for,  I'll   give  you  leave  to  take 
my  beft  horfe  and  Bet  Bouncer  into  the  bargain., 
Come  along.     My  boots,  ho.  [Exeunt, 


End  of  the  Fourth  Act. 


ACT 
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ACT         V. 

SCENE    Continues. 
Enter  HASTINGS  and  SERVANT. 

HASTINGS. 

YOU  faw  the  Old  Lady  and   Mifs   Neville 
drive  off,  you  fay. 

SERVANT. 
Yes,  your  honour.      Thev  went  off  in   a  pofl 
coach,  and  the  young  'Squire  went  on  horfeback. 
They're  thirty  miles  off  by  this  time. 
HASTINGS. 
Then  all  my  hopes  are  over. 

SERVANT. 
Yes,  Sir.     Old  Sir  Charles  is  arrived.    He  and 
the  Old  Gentleman  of  the  houfe  have  been  laugh- 
ing at  Mr.  Marlow's  miftake  this  half  hour.   They 
are  coming  this  way. 

HASTINGS. 
Then  I  mufl  not  be  feen.     So  now  to  my  fruit- 
lefs  appointment   at  the   bottom   of  the  garden. 
This  is  about  the  time.  [Exit* 

Enter  Sir  CHARLES  and  HARDCASTLE. 
HARDCASTLE. 
Ha,  ha,  ha.     The  peremptory  tone  in   which 
he  fent  forth  his  fublime  commands. 
Sir  CHARLES. 
And  the  referve  with  which  I  fuppofe  he  treated 
all  your  advances. 

HARD- 


THE  MISTAKES  OF  A  NIGHT,      eg 

HARD  CASTLE. 

And  yet  he  might  have  feen  fomething  in  me 
above  a  common  inn-keeper,  too. 
Sir     CHARLES. 
Yes,  Dick,  but  he  miftook  you  for  an  uncom- 
mon innkeeper,  ha,  ha,  ha. 

HARDCASTLE. 
Well,  I'm  in  too  good  fpirits  to  think  of  any- 
thing but  joy.     Yes,   my  dear  friend,  this  union 
of  our  families  will  make  our  perfonal  friendmips 
hereditary ;  and  tho'  my  daughter's  fortune  is  but 

fmali 

Sir    CHARLES. 
Why,  Dick,  will  you  talk  of  fortune  to  me. 
My  fon  is  porTcfTed  of  more  than  a  competence 
already,  and  can  want  nothing  but  a  good  and 
virtuous  girl  to  (hare  his  happinefs  and  encreafe  it. 
If  they  like  each  other,  as  you  fay  they  do — — • 
HARDCASTLE. 
If,  man.      I  tell  you  they  do  like  each  other. 
My  daughter  as  good  as  told  me  fo. 
Sir    CHARLES. 
But    girls    are  apt  to  flatter  themfelves,   you 
know. 

HARDCASTLE. 
I.faw  him  grafp  her  hand  in  the  warmed  man- 
ner myfelf ;  and  here  he  comes  to  put  you  out  of 
your  iffsy  I  warrant  him. 

Enter     M  A  R  L  O  W. 
M  A  R  L  O  W. 
I  come,  Sir,  once  more,  to  afk  pardon  for  my 
itrange  conduct.     I  can  fcarce  refled  on  my  info> 
ience  without  confuGon. 

HARD- 
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H  A  R  D  C  A  S  T  L  E. 
Tut,  boy,  a  trifle.     You  take  it  too  gravely. 
An   hour  or  two's  laughing   with   my    daughter 
will  let  all  to  rights  again.     She'll  never  like  you 
i he  worfe  for  it. 

M  A  R  L  O  W. 
Sir,  I  mail  be  always  proud  of  her  approba- 
tion. 

H  A  R  P  C  A  S  T  L  E. 
Approbation  is  but  a  cold  word,  Mr.  Marlow  % 
if  I  am   not  deceived,  you  have  fome thing  more 
than  approbation  thereabouts.     You  cake  me. 
M  A  R  L  O  W. 
Really,  Sir,  1  have  not  that  happinefs. 

H  A  R  D  C  A  S  T  L  E. 
Come,  boy,  I'm  an  old  fellow,  and  know  whatV 
what,  as  well  as  you  that  are  younger.     I  know 
■what  has  paft  between  you  ;  but  mum. 
M  A  R  L  O  W. 
Sure,  Sir,  nothing  has  palt  between  us  but  the 
molt  profound  refpccl  on  my  fide,  arid  the  moil 
tiiftant  referve  en  her's.     You  don't  think,  Sin, 
that  my  impudence  has  been  pad  upon  all  the  reit 
of  the  family. 

Mifs    HARDCASTLE. 
Impudence.     No,  1  don't  fay  that— Not  quite 
impudence — Though  girls  like  to  be  play'd  with, 
and  rumpled  a  little  too  fometimes.     But  {he  has 
told  no  tales,  I  allure  you.     ,    . 

M  A  R  L  O  W. 
I  never  gave  her  the  flighted  caufe. 
HARDCASTLE. 
Well,  well,  I  like  modefty  in    its   place  well 
enough.  But  this  is  over-acling,  young  gentleman. 
You  may  be  open.     Your  father  and  I  will  like  you 
the  better  for  it. 

MAR- 
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M  A  R  L  O  W. 

May  I  die,  Sir,  if  I  ever 

HARDCASTLE. 
I  tell  you,  fhe  don't  difiike  you ;  and  as  I'm 

fure  you  like  her 

M  A  R  L  O  W. 

Dear  Sir — I  proteft,  Sir 

HARDCASTLE. 
I  fee  no  reafon  why  you  fhould  not  be  joined  as 
faft  as  the  parfon  can  tie  you. 

M  A  R  L  O  W. 

But  hear  me,  Sir 

HARDCASTLE. 
Your  father  approves  the  match,  I  admire  it, 
every  moment's   delay    will   be  doing  mifchief, 

M  A  R  L  O  W. 

But  why  won't  you  hear  me  ?  By  all  that's  juft 
and  true,  I  never  gave  mifs  Hardcaftle  the  flight- 
eft  mark  of  my  attachment,  or  even  the  mod 
diftant  hint  to  fufpect  me  of  affection.  We  had 
but  one  interview,  and  that  was  formal,  modefl  and 
uninterefting. 

HARDCASTLE. 
\  (Afide.)     This  fellow'u  formal  modefl   impu- 
dence is  beyond  bearing. 

Sir     CHARLES. 
And  you  never  grafp'd  her  hand,  or  made  any 
proteftations ! 

M  A  R  L  O  W. 
As  heaven  is  my  witnefs,  I  came  down  in  obe- 
dience to  your  commands.  I  faw  the  lady  without 
emotion,  and  parted  without  reluctance.  I  hope 
you'll  exact  no  further  proofs  of  my  duty,  nor 
prevent  me  from  leaving  a  houfe  in  which  1  iuffer 
fo"  many  mortifications.  [Exit* 
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Sir     CHARLES. 
I'm  aftonifh'd  at  the  air  of  fincerity  with  which 
he  parted. 

HARDCASTLE. 
And  Fm  aftonifh'd  at  the  deliberate  intrepidity 
of  his  aflurance. 

Sir     C  H  A  R  L  E  S. 
I  dare  pledge  my  life  and    honour  upon  his 

truth. 

HARDCASTLE. 
Here  comes  my  daughter,  and  I  would  flake 
my  happinefs  upon  her  veracity. 

Enter    Mifs    HARDCASTLE. 

HARDCASTLE. 
Kate,  come  hither,  child.     Anfwer  us  fincerely. 
and  without  referve  -9  has  Mr.  Marlow  made  yotf 
any  profeffions  of  love  and  affection  ? 
Mifs    HARDCASTLE. 
The  queftion  is  very  abrupt,  Sir  !  But  fmce  you 
require  unreferved  fincerity,  I  think,  he  has. 
H  A  R  D  C  A  S  1'  L  E. 
(to  Sir  Charles)    You  fee. 

Sir     CHARLES.      , 
And  pray,  madam,  have  you  and  my  fan  had 
more  than  one  interview  ? 

Mifs    HARDCASTLE. 
Yes,  Sir,  feveral.. 

HARDCASTLE. 
(To  Sir  Charles)    You  fee. 

Sir     CHARLES. 
But  did  he  profefs  any  attachment  ? 

Mifs    HARDCASTLE. 
A  lading  one. 

Sir    CHARL.E  S. 
Did  he  talk  of  love  ? 

Mifs 
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Mifs    HARDCASTLE. 
Much,  Sir. 

Sir     CHARLES. 
Amazing  !   And  all  this  formally. 

Mifs    H  A  R  D  C  A  S  TL  £. 
Formally. 

HARDCASTLE. 
Now9  my  friend,  I  hope  you  are  fatisfied. 

Sir     C  H  A  R  L  E  S. 
And  how  did  he  behave,  madam  ? 

Mifs  HARDCASTLE. 
As  moil  profeft  admirers  do.  Said  lbme  civil 
things  of  my  face,  talked  much  of  his  want  of 
merit,  and  the  greatnefs  of  mine  ;  mentioned  his 
heart,  gave  a  fhort  tragedy  fpeech,  and  ended  with 
pretended  rapture. 

Sir  C  H  A  R  L  E  S. 
Now  I'm  perfectly  convinced,  indeed.  I  know 
his  converfation  among  women  to  be  modeft  and 
fubmiffive.  This  forward  canting  ranting  manner 
by  no  means  defcribes  him,  and  I  am  confident,  he 
never  fate  for  the  picture. 

Mifs  HARDCASTLE. 
Then  what,  Sir,  if  1  mould  convince  you  to 
your  face  of  my  fincerity  ?  If  you  and  my  papa, 
in  about  half  an  hour,  will  place  yourfelves  be- 
hind that  fcreen,  you  (hall  hear  him  declare  his 
paffion  to  me  in  perfon. 

Sir    CHARLES. 
Agreed.     And  if  I  find  him  what  you  defcribe, 
all  my  happinefs  in  him  mult  have  an  end.   [Exit. 
Mifs    HARDCASTLE. 
And  if  you  don't  find  him  what  1  defcribe — 1 
fear    my  happinefs     muft    never    have  a  begin- 
ning. [Exeunt. 

N  2  S  C  E-N  E 
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SCENE  changes  to  the  Back  of  the  Garden. 

Enter  HASTINGS. 
HASTINGS. 
What  an  ideot  am  I,  to  wait  here  for  a  fellow, 
who  probably  takes  a  delight  in  mortifying  me. 
He  never  intended  to  be  punctual,  and  I'll  waic 
no  longer.  What  do  I  fee.  It  is  he,  and  per- 
haps with  news  of  my  Conftance. 

Enter  TONY,  looted  and  [pattered. 

HASTINGS. 

My  honed  'fquire.  I  now  find  you  a  man  of 
your  word.  This  looks  like  friendfhip. 
TONY. 
Ay,  I'm  your  friend,  and  the  beft  friend  you 
have  in  the  world,  if  you  knew,  but  all.  This 
riding  by  night,  by  the  bye,  is  curfedly  tirefome. 
It  has  fhook  me  worfe  than  the  bafket  of  a  ftage- 
coach. 

HASTINGS. 
But  how.     Where  did  you   leave  your  fellow 
travellers.     Are  they  in  fafety.     Are  they  hbufed  ? 
TONY. 
Five  and  twenty  miles  in  two  hours  and  a  half 
is  no  fuch  bad  driving.     The  poor  beafts  have 
fmoaked  for  it :  Rabbet  me,  but  I'd  rather  ride 
forty  miles  after  a  fox,  than  ten  with  fuch  var- 
ment. 

HASTINGS. 
Well,  but  where  have  you  left  the  ladies  ?  I  die 
with  impatience. 

TONY. 
Left  them.     Why  where  mould  I  leave  tht.n, 
but  where  I  found  them. 

TONY, 


THE  MISTAKES  OF  A  NIGHT.     101 
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This  is  a  riddle. 

TONY.     , 
Riddle  me  this  then.     What's  that  goes  round 
the  houfe,  and  round  the  houfe,  and  never  touches 
the  houfe. 

HASTINGS. 
I'm  ftill  aftray. 

TONY. 
Why  that's  it,  mon.     I  have  led  them  aftray. 
By  jingo,  there's  not  a  pond  or  (lough  within  five 
miles  of  the  place  but  they  can  tell  the  tafte  of. 
HASTINGS. 
Ha,  ha,  ha,  I  underftand ;  you  took  them  in 
a  round,  while  they  fuppofed    themfelves   going 
forward.     And  fo  you  have  at  laft  brought  them 
home  aeain. 

TONY. 
You  mail  hear.     I  fir  ft  took  them  down  Fea- 
jther- bed- lane,  where  we  (tuck  faft  in  the  mud.     I 
then  rattled  them  crack  over  the  (tones  of  Up-and- 
down  Hill — I  then  introduced  them  to  the  gibbet 
on  Heavy- tree  Heath,  and  from  that,  with  a  cir- 
cumbendibus, I  fairly  lodged  them  in  the'  horfe* 
pond  at  the  bottom  of  the  garden. 
HASTINGS. 
But  no  accident,  I  hope. 

TON  Y. 
No,  no.     Only  mother  is  confoundedly  fright- 
ened.    She  thinks  herfelf  forty  miles  off.     She's 
fick   of  the  journey,  and   the   cattle   can   fcarce 
crawl.     So  if  your  own  horfes  be  ready,  you  may 
whip  off  with  coufin,  and  I'll  be  bound   that  n@ 
foul  here  can  budge  a  foot  to  follow  you. 
HASTINGS. 
My  dear  friend,  how  can  I  be  grateful  ? 

TONY. 
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TONY. 

Ay,  now  its  dear  friend,  noble  'fquire.  Jufl 
now,  it  was  all  ideot,  cub,  and  run  me  through 
the  guts.  Damn  your  way  of  fighting,  I  fay. 
After  we  take  a  knock  in  this  parr  of  the  coun- 
try, we  kifs  and  be  friends.  But  if  you  had  run 
me  through  the  guts,  then  I  mould  be  dead,  and 
you  might  go  kils  the  hangman. 

HASTINGS. 

The  rebuke  is  juft.  But  I  muft  haften  to  re* 
lieve  mils  Neville  ;  if  you  keep  the  eld  lady  em- 
ployed, "I  promife  to  take  care  of  the  young  one. 

[Exit  Hajlings. 
TONY. 

Never  fear  me.  Here  fhe  comes.  Vanilh. 
She's  got  from  the  pond,  and  draggled  up  to  the 
waift  like  a  mermaid. 

Enter  Mrs.   HARDCASTLE. 

Mrs.    HARDCASTLE. 

Oh,  Tony,     I'm  killed.     Shook.     Battered  to 

death.     I  fhall  never  furvive  it.     That  laft  jolt 

that  laid  us  againlt  the  quickfec  hedge  has  done 

my  bufinefs. 

TONY. 

Alack,  mama,  it  was  all  your  own  fault.  You 
would  be  for  running  away  by  night,  without 
knowing  one  inch  of  the  way. 

Mrs.    HARDCASTLE. 

I  wifh  we  were  at  home  again.  I  never  met  fo 
many  accidents  in  fo  fhort  a  journey.  Drenched  in 
th~  mud,  overturned  in  a  ditch,  (luck  faft  in  a 
flough,  jolted  to  a  jelly,  and  at  laft  to  lofe  our 
way.     Whereabouts  do  you  think  we  are,  Tony  ? 

TONY. 
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TONY. 

By  my  guefs  we  fhould   be  upon  Crackfkull 
sommon,  about  forty  miles  from  home. 
Mrs.    HARDCASTLE. 
O  lud !  O  lud  !  the  molt  notorious  fpot  in  all 
the  country.      We  only  want  a  robbery  to  make  a 
complete  night  on't. 

TONY. 
Don't  be  afraid,  mama,  don't  be  afraid.  Two 
of  the  five  that  kept  here  are  hanged,  and  the 
other  three  may  not  find  us.  Don't  be  afraid. 
Is  that  a  man  that's  galloping  behind  us  ?  Noj 
its  only  a  tree.     Don't  be  afraid. 

Mrs.   HARDCASTLE. 
The  fright  will  certainly  kill  me. 

TONY. 
Do  you  fee  any  thing  like  a  black  hat  moving 
behind  the  thicket  ? 

Mrs.    HARDCASTLE. 
O  death ! 

TONY. 
No,  it's  only  a  cow.     Don't  be  afraid,  mama  3 
don't  be  afraid. 

Mrs.    HARD  CASTLE. 
As  I'm  alive,  Tony,  I  fee   a  man  coming  to- 
wards us.     Ah  !  I'm  fure  on't.      If  he  perceives 
us  we  are  undone. 

TONY. 
[Afide.~\  Father-in-law,    by  all   that's  unlucky, 
come  to  take  one  of  his  night  walks.     [To  her*] 
Ah,  it's  a  highwayman,  with  piftils  as  long  as  my 
arm.     A  damn'd  ill-looking  fellow. 

Mrs.    HARDCASTLE.. 
Good  heaven  defend  us !  He  approaches. 

TONY. 
Do  you  hide  yourfelf  in  that  thicket,  and  leave 
me  to  manage  him.     If  there  be  any  danger  I'll 

cough 
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cough  and  cry  hem.     When  f  cough  be  fure  to 
keep  clofe.         \_Mrs.  Hardcaftle  hides  behind  a  tree 
in  the  back  fcene. 

Enter     HARDCASTLE. 

HARDCASTLE. 

I'm  miftaken,  or  I  heard  voices    of  people  in 

want  of  help.      Oh,  Tony,  is  that  you.     I  did 

not  expect  you  fo  foon  back.     Are  your  mother 

and  her  charge  in  fafetv  ? 

TONY. 
Very  fafe,  Sir,  at  my  aunt  Pedigree's.     Hem. 

Mrs.    H  AR  DC  A  S  T  L  E. 
[From  behind.]  Ah  death  !  I  find  there's  danger. 

HARDCASTLE. 
Forty  miles  in  three  hours  j    fure,  that's,  too 
much,  my  youngfter. 

TONY. 
Stout  horfes  and  willing  minds  make  mort  jour- 
nies,  as  they  fay.     Hem. 

ti    Mrs.    HARD.CASTLE. 

[From  behind.]  Sure   he'll  do  the  dear  boy  no 
harm. 

H  A-R-D  CASTLE. 
'  But  I  heard  a  voice  here ;  I  mould  be- glad  to 
know  from  whence  it  came  ? 

;  TONY. 

It  was  I,  Sir,  talking -to  myfelf,  Sir.  I  was 
faying  that  forty  miles  in  four  hours  was  very  good 
going.  Hem.  As  to  be  fure  it  was.  Hem. 
I  have  got  a  fort  of  cold  by  being  out  in  the  air. 
"We'll  go  in,  if  you  pleafe.    Hem. 

HARDCASTLE. 
But  if  you  talk'd  to  yourfelf,  you  did  not  an- 
iwer  yourfelf.     I  am  certain  I  heard  two  voices, 
and   am  refolved    {raifing'his  voice)    to  find  the 
©ther  out. 

Mrs; 
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Mrs.    HARDCASTLE. 
(From  behind.)    Oh !  he's  coming  to  find  me 
but.     Oh ! 

TONY. 
What  need  you  go,  Sir,  if  I  tell  you.     Hem, 
I'll  lay  down  my  life  for  the  truth- — hem — I'll  tell 
you  all,  Sir.  [detaining  him. 

HARDCASTLE. 
I  tell  you,  I  will  not  be  detained.     ]  infill  on! 
feeing.     It's  in  vain  to  expect  I'll  believe  you. 
Mrs.    HARDCASTLE. 
(Running  forward  from  behind.)    O  lud,  he'll 
murder  my  poor  boy,    my  darling.     Here,  good 
gentleman,  whet  your  rage  upon  me.     Take  my 
money,  my  life,  but  fpare  that  young  gentleman, 
fpare  my  childi,  if  you  have  any  mercy. 
HARDCASTLE. 
My  wife,  as  I'm  a  Chriftian.     From  whence 
can  fhe  come,  or  what  does  (he  mean ! 
Mrs.  HARDCASTLE. 
(Kneeling.)    Take  companion  on  us,  good  Mr, 
Highwayman.     Take  our  mosey,,    our  watches, 
all  we  have,  but  fpare  our  lives.     We  will  never 
bring  you  to  juftice,  indeed  we  won't,  good  Mr. 
Hishwayman. 

HARDCASTLE. 
I  believe  the  woman's  cut  of  her  fenfes.    What, 
Dorothy,  don't  you  know  me  ? 

Mrs.    HARDCASTLE. 
Mr,  Hardcaftle,  as  I'm  alive  !    My  fears  blind- 
ed me.     But  who,  my  dear,  could  have  expected 
to  meet  you  here,   in  this  frightful  place,  fd  far 
from  home.   What  has  brought  you  to  follow  us  ? 
HARDCASTLE. 
Sure,  Dorothy,  you  have  not  loft  your  wits. 
So  far  from  home,  when  you  are  within  forty 
O  yards 
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yards  of  your  own  door.  {To  him.)  This  is  one 
of  your  old  tricks,  you  gracelefs,  rogue  you.  {To 
her.)  Don't  you  know  the  gate,  and  the  mulbery- 
tree  j  and  don't  you  remember  the  horfepond,  my 
dear  ? 

Mrs.   HARDCASTLE. 
Yes,  I  mail  remember  the  horfepond  as  long  as 
I  live ;  I  have  caught  my  death  in  it.     {To.  Tony.) 
'  And  is  it  to  you,  you  gracelefs  varlet,  I  owe  all 
this.     I'll  teach  you  to  abufe  your  mother,  I  will.. 
TONY. 
Ecod,   mother,    all  the  parifh  fays   you  have 
fpoil'd  me,  and  fo  vou  may  take  the  fruits  on't. 
Mrs.   HARDCASTLE. 
I'llfpoil  you,  1  will. 

[Follows  him  off  the  ft  age.     Exit, 
HARDCASTLE. 
There's  morality,  however,  in  his  reply.    [Exit. 

J     Enter  HASTINGS  and  Mifs  NEVILLE. 

HASTINGS. 
My  dear  Conftance,   why  will  you  deliberate 
thus.     If  we  delay  a  moment,  all  is  loft  for  ever. 
Pluck  up  a  little  refolution,  and  we  fhall  foon  be 
out  of  the  reach  of  her  malignity. 
Mifs  NEVILLE. 
I  find  it  impoffible.     My  fpirits  are  fo  funk 
with  the  agitations  I  have  fuffered,   that  I  am  un- 
able to  face  any  new  danger.     Two  or  three  years 
patience  will  at  laft  crown  us  with  happineis. 
HASTINGS. 
Such  a  tedious  delay  is  worfe  than  inconftancy* 
Let  us  fiy,  my  charmer.     Let  us  date  our  happi- 
nels  from   this  .very   moment.      Periih    fortune. 
Love  and  content  will  encreafe  what  we  pofieis 
beyond  a  monarch's  revenue.    Let  me  prevail. 

Mils 
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Mifs  NEVILLE. 
No,  Mr.  Haftings  •,  no.  Prudence  once  more 
comes  to  my  relief,  and  I  will  obey  its  dictates. 
In  the  moment  of  paffion,  fortune  may  be  defpi- 
fed,  but  it  ever  produces  a  lafting  repentance. 
I'm  refolved  to  apply  to  Mr.  Hardcaitle's  compaf- 
fion  and  juftice  for  redrefs. 

HASTINGS. 
But  tho'  he  had  the  will,  he  has  not  the  power 
to  relieve  you. 

Mifs  NEVILLE. 
But  he  has  influence,  and  upon  that  I  am  re- 
folved to  rely. 

HASTINGS. 
1  have  no  hopes.     But  fince  you  periift,  I  mud 
reluctantly  obey  you.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE    Changes. 

Enter  Sir  Charles  and  Mifs  Hardcastle. 

Sir   CHARLES. 
"What  a  fituation  am  I  in.     If  what  you  fay  ap- 
pears, I  mall  then  find  a  guilty  fon.     if  what  he 
fays  be  true,  I  fhall  then  lofe  one  that,  of  all  others, 
I  mod  wilh'd  for  a  daughter. 

Mifs  HARDCASTLE. 
I  am  proud  of  your  approbation,  and  to  fhew 
I  merit  it,  if  you  place  yourfelves  as  I  directed, 
you  fhall  hear  his  explicit  declaration.     But  he 
comes. 

Sir  CHARLES. 
I'll  to  your  father,  and  keep  him  to  the  ap- 
pointment. [Exit  Sir  Charles. 

O  2  Enter 
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Enter   M  A  R  L  O  W. 

M  A   R  L  O  W. 

Tho*  prepared  for  felting  our,    I   come  one© 
more  to  take  leave,  nor  did  I,  till  this  moment* 
know  the  pain  I  feel  in  the  feparation. 
Mifs   HARDCASTLE. 

(In  her  own  natural  manner.)  I  believe  thefe  fuf- 
ferings  cannot  be  very  great,  Sir,  which  you  cari 
fo  eafily  remove.  A  day  or  two  longer,  perhaps, 
might  leffen  your  uneafinefs,  by  mewing  the  little 
value  of  what  you  now  think  proper  to  regret. 
ty  A  R  L  O  W. 

\_AJide.']  This  girl  every  moment  improves  upon 
me.  (To  her.)  It  muft  not  be,  Madam.  I  have 
already  trifled  too  long  with  my  heart.  My  very 
pride  begins  to  fubmit  to  my  paiTion.  The  dis- 
parity of  education  and  fortune,  the  anger  of  a 
parent,  and  the  contempt  of  my  equals,  begin  to. 
loie  their  weighty  and  nothing  can  reftore  me  to, 
myfelfa  but  this  painful  effort  of  refolution. 
Mifs  HARDCASTLE, 

Then  go,  Sir.  I'll  urge  nothing  more  to,  detain 
you.  Tho'  my  family  be  as  good  as  her's  you 
came  down  to  vifit,  arid  my  education,  I  hope, 
not  inferior,  what  are  thefe  advantages  without 
equal  affluence  ?  I  muft  remain  contented  with, 
the  flight  approbation  of  imputed  merit ;  I  mult 
have  only  the  mockery  of  your  addreflesa  while 
fill  your  ferious  aims  are  fiVd  on  fortune. 

Enter  HARDCASTLE  and  Sir  CHARLES, 
frsn^  behind. 

Sir  CHARLES, 
Here,  behind  this  fcreen, 

J3ARB- 
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HARDCASTLE. 

Ay,  Ay,  make  no  noife.     I'll  engage  my  Kate 
covers  him  with  confufion  at  laft. 
M  A  R  L  O   W. 

By  heavens,  Madam,  fortune  was  ever  my 
fmalleft  confideration.  Your  beauty  at  firft  caught 
my  eye  ;  for  who  could  fee  that  without  emotion. 
But  every  moment  that  I  converfe  with  you,  fteals 
in  fome  new  grace,  heightens  the  picflure,  and 
gives  it  ftronger  expreffion.  What  at  firft  feem'd 
ruftic  plainnefs,  now  appears  refin'd  nmplicity. 
What  feem'd  forward  affurance,  now  ftrikes  m$ 
as  the  refult  of  courageous  innocence,  and  confcu 
pus  virtue. 

Sir  CHARLES. 

What  can  it  mean.     He  amazes  me. 
HARDCASTLE. 

I  told  you  how  it  would  be.     Hufh. 
M  A  R  L  O  W. 

I  am  now  determined  to  flay,  Madam,  and  I 
have  too  good  an  opinion  of  my  father's  difcern- 
ment,  when  he  fees  you,  to  doubt  his  approba- 
tion. 

Mifs  HARDCASTLE. 

No,  Mr.  Marlow,  J  will  not,  cannot  detain 
you.  Do  you  think  I  could  fuffer  a  connexion,  in 
which  there  is  the  fmalleft  room  for  repentance  ? 
Do  you  think  I  would  take  the  mean  advantage 
of  a  tranfient  paflion,  to  load  you  with  confufion  ? 
Do  you  think  I  could  ever  relifh  that  happinefs, 
which  was  acquired  by  leffening  vour's  ? 
MARLOW. 

By  all  that's  good,  I  can  have  no  happinefs  but 
what's  in  your  power  to  grant  me.  Nor  fhall  I 
ever  feel  repentance,  but  in  not  having  feen  your 
merits  before.  I  will  ftay,  even  contrary  to  your 
jiffies ;  and  tho'  you  fhould  perfift  tofhunme,  I 

will 
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will  make  my  refpeclful  afiiduities  atone  for  the  le- 
vity of  my  paft  conduct. 

Mifs  HARDCASTLE. 
Sir,  I  muft  entreat  you'll  defift.  As  our  ac- 
quaintance began,  fo  let  it  end,  in  indifference.  I 
might  have  given  an  hour  or  two  to  levity  •,  but 
ferioufly,  Mr.  Marlow,  do  you  think  I  could  ever 
iiibmit  to  a  connexion,  where  I  muft  appear  mer- 
cenary, and  you  imprudent  ?  Do  you  think  I 
could  ever  catch  at  the  confident  addreffes  of  a 
iecure  admirer? 

MARLOW. 
(Kneeling.)  Does  this  look  like  fecurity.  Does 
this  look  like  confidence.  No,  Madam,  every 
moment  that  fhews  me  your  merit,  only  ferves  to 
encreafe  my  diffidence  and  confufion.  Here  let 
me  continue 

Sir  C  H  A  R  L  E  S. 
I  can  hold  it  no  longer.      Charles,    Charles, 
how  haft  thou  deceived  me.     Is  this  your  indif- 
ference, your  uninterefting  converfation ! 

HARDCASTLE. 

Your  cold  contempt ;    your  formal  interview. 
iWhat  have  you  to  fay  now  ? 

MARLOW. 
That  I'm  all  amazement.     What  can  it  mean. 

HARDCASTLE. 
It  means  that  you  can  fay  and  urifay  things  ae 
pkafure.     That  you  can  addrefs  a  lady  in  private, 
and  deny  it  in  public  •,  that  you  have  one  ftory  for 
us,  and  another  for  my  daughter. 

MAR- 
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.     M  A  R  L  O  W. 

Daughter !— this  lady  your  daughter  ! 

HARDCASTLE. 
Yes,  Sir,  my  only  daughter.     My  Kate,  whole 
elfe  lhould  Ihe  be. 

M  A  R  L  O  W. 
Oh,  the  devil.    - 

Mifs  HARDCASTLE. 
Yes,  Sir,  that  very  identical  tall  fquinting  lady 
you  were  pleafed  to  take  me  for,  (curtefying.)    She 
that  you  addreffed  as  the  mild,  modeft,  fentimental 
man   of    gravity,    and  the  bold  forward  agree- 
able rattle  of  the  ladies  club  ;  ha,  ha,  ha. 
M  A  R  L  O  W. 
Zounds,  there's  no  bearing  this  ;  it's  worfe  than 
death. 

Mifs  HARDCASTLE. 
In  which  of  your  characters,  Sir,  will  you  give 
us  leave  to  addrels  you.  As  the  faultering  gen- 
tleman, with  looks  on  the  ground,  that  fpeaks 
juft  to  be  heard,  and  hates  hypocrify  •,  or  the  loud 
confident  creature,  that  keeps  it  up  with  Mrs. 
Mantrap,  and  old  Mifs  Biddy  Buckfkin,  till  three 
In  the  morning  -,  ha,  ha,  ha. 

M  A  R  L  O  W. 
O,  curfe  on  my  noify  head.     I  never  attempted 
to  be  impudent  yet,  that  I  was  not  taken  down. 
1  muft  be  gone. 

HARDCASTLE. 
By  the  hand  of  my  body,  but  you  fhall  not; 
I  fee  it  was  all  a  miilake,  and  I  am  rejoiced  to  find 
it.  You  fhall  not,  Sir,  I  tell  you.  I  know  (he'll 
forgive  you.  Won't  you  forgive  him,  Kate.  We'll 
ail  forgive  you.     Take  courage,  man. 

IT&ey  retire,  Jhs  tormenting  him  to  the  back  Scene. 

.  .       Enter 
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Enter  Mrs.  HARDCASTLE.     TONY, 
Mrs.     HARDCASTLE. 
So,    fo,    they're  gone   off.      Let  them  go,  I 
care  not. 

HARDCASTLE. 
Who  gone  ?  '      > 

Mrs.    HARD  CAS  TLE. 
My  dutiful  niece  and  her  gentleman,  Mr.  Ha- 
fiings,  from  Town.     He  who  came  down  with 
cur  mQdeil  vifitor  here. 

Sir     CHARLES. 
Who,  my  honefl  George  Haftings.     As, worthy . 
a  fellow  as  lives,,  and  the  girl  could  not  have  made 
a  more  prudent  choice. 

HARDCASTLE. 
Then,  by  the  hand  of  my  body,  I'm  proud  of 
the  connexion. 

Mrs.    HARDCASTLE. 
Well,  if  he  has  taken  away  the  lady,  he  has 
not  taken  her  fortune,  that  remains  in  this  family 
to  confole  us  for  her  lofs. 

H  A  R  D  C  A  ST  L  E. 
Sure  Dorothy  you  would  not  be  fo  mercenary  ? 

Mrs.   HARDCASTLE. 
Ay,  that's  my  affair,  not  your's.   But  you  know 
if  your  fon,  when  of  age,  refufes  to  marry  his 
coulin,  her  whole  fortune  \$  then  at  her  own  dif- 
pofal. 

HARDCASTLE. 
Ay,  but  he's  not  of  age,  and  me  has  not  thought 
proper  to  wait  for  his  refufal. 

Enter  HASTINGS  and  Mifs  NEVILLE. 

Mrs.    HARDCASTLE. 
(Afide.)  What  returned  fo  foon,  1  begin  not  to 
like  it. 

HASTINGS. 
(To  Hardcajlle.)-   For  my  late  attempt  to  fly 
off  with  your  niece,  let  my  prefent  confufion  be 
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my  punifhment.  We  are  now  come  back,  to  ap- 
peal from  your  juftice  to  your  humanity.  By 
her  father's  confent,  I  firfl"  paid  her  my  addreffes, 
and  our  pafiions  were  firfl  founded  in  duty. 
Mifs  NEVILLE. 
Since  his  death,  I  have  been  obliged  to  floop 
to  diffimulation  to  avoid  oppreffion.  In  an  hour 
of  levity,  I  was  ready  even  to  give  up  my  fortune 
to  fecure  my  choice.  But  I'm  now  recovered  from 
the  delufion,  and  hope  from  your  tendernefs  what 
is  denied  me  from  a  nearer  connexion. 

Mrs.     HAR  DCASTLE. 
Pfhaw,  pfhaw,  this  Is  all  but  the  whining  end 
of  a  modern  novel. 

HARDCASTLE. 
Be  it  what  it  will*-  I'm  glad  they're  come  back 
to  reclaim  their  due.     Come  hither,  Tony  boy. 
Do  you  refufe  this  lady's  hand  whom  1  now  of- 
fer you  ? 

TONY. 
What  fignifies  my  refufmg.     You  know  I  car. 
f  efufe  her  till  I'm  of  age,  father. 

HARDCASTLE. 
While  I  thought  concealing  your  age  boy  was 
likely  to  conduce  to  your  improvement,  I  con- 
curred with  your  mother's  defire  to  keep  it  fe- 
cret.  But  fince  I  find  fhe  turns  it  to  a  wrong  ufe, 
I  muft  now  declare,  you  have  been  of  age  thefe 
'three  months. 

T  O  N  Y. 
Of  aee  !  Am  I  of  age,  father  ? 

"HARDCASTLE. 
Above  three  months. 

TONY. 
Then  you'll  fee  the  firfl:  ufe  I'll  make  of  my  li- 
berty, (taking  mifs-  Neville's   band,)    Witnefs    all 
men  by  thefe  prefents,  that  I,  Anthony  Lumpkin, 

P  Elquire, 
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Efquire,  of  bi^ank  place,  refufeyou,  Conftantia 
Neville,  fpinfter,  of  no  place  at  all,  for  my  true 
and  lawful  wife.  So  Conftance  Neville  may  mar- 
ry whom  ihe  pleafes,  and  Tony  Lumpkin  ie  his 
own  man  again. 

,Sir    CHARLES. 

O  brave  'Sqdire. 

HASTINGS. 

My  worthy  friend. 

Mrs.  HARDCASTLE. 

My  undutiful  offspring. 

M  A  R  L  O  W. 

Joy,  my  dear  George,  ".  give  you  joy  fincerely. 
Arid  could  I  prevail  upon  rriy  little  tyrant  here  to 
be  lefs  arbitrary,  I  fhould  be  the  happieft  man  alive, 
if  you  would  return  me  the  favour. 
HASTINGS. 

{To  mifs  Hardcajlk,)    Come,  madam,  you  are 
iiow  driven  to  the  very  laft  fcene  of  all  your  con- 
trivances.    I  know  you  like  him,  I'm  fure   he 
loves  you,  and  you  muft  and  fhall  have  him. 
HARDCASTLE. 

{Joining  their  hands.)  And  I  fay  fo  too.  And 
Mr.  Marlow,  if  fbe  makes  as  good  a  wife  as  (he. 
has  a  daughter,  I  don't  believe  you'll  ever  repent 
your  bargain.  So  now  to  fupper,  to-morrow  we 
fhall  gather  all  the  poor  of  the  parifti  about  us, 
and  the  Miltakes  of  the  Night  fhall  be  crowned 
with  a  merry  morning  \  fo  boy  take  her ;  and 
as  you  have  been  miftaken  in  the  miftrefs,  my 
wifh  is,  that  you  may  never  be  miftaken  in  the 
wife. 


F.I      N      I      S; 
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